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Of all created things, the 





fovefiest 
And most divine are children. 
— William Canton. 
Vol. VIII No. 10 GOKULAM 
Apul 1996 
Dace readers 

is month prokaly marhs the beginning of 
) your vacations. You haue a lob of time ov your 


2 hands wow — time to rolax, time to play, ts 
read awd to think, Aud its also time to spend 
saith your family, 

Our parouts and our brothers and sisters 

are the people closest te us — yet our 

AE WAS THESAPPLE =| relatiouships with them are what we 
IF HIS PARENTS! EYES! puostly tahe for granted. Why, I bua a 
ato} young people whs are entering ther toons, ashe are freuen saying, 

"My parents never understand mo!” pont 

My seven-year-old neighbour was ‘the bite 

apple of his parents eyes, 40 2 

bo speak, He enjoyed their 

complete attention until the 

time a baby brother was 
born, He was thon quite 
annoyed. to find his mother 
constantly fecding and. : 
cleaning up his baby brother. — No 





One day, he came home and, burst into tears 

“What happened?” I asked, rather 
alarmed. 

“Amma and appa dont lave me,” he 
* sobbed, “They love that little monster bation,” 
“Did they tell you that?") ashed him. 
No," he replied, “But 3 haw: it,” 
"Spout be silly!" sad brisbly, and gave 
him a chocolate, That cheered him up considerably and he 4at before 
the television, walching a cartoon, 
Half an hour passed. 

Suddenly, is mother ran ido 
house loobing worried and soared. 
“Sid you see my ton?” she ashed, 
“Ho's missing!” She then spotted 
him and. cried, "Why did. you 
leave the house without telling 
na?” 

"You dont love mel” 

“Of course, I dol” she 


replied, and swept him \s 


datto. a haeg, “Hou silly OUR HERO'S REVAWON WITH MOM | 







“NoBopy loves ME! 






cam you be!” 
So, a lol of suet talk later, our hero loft, happily sure that tis 
mother loved hii 
Laue, 
aol ov 
Editor 








NEWS _ 

















q February this year, a nail- 
biting chess battle took place 
between Gary Kasparov, the 
world chess champion, and an 
1BM computer nicknamed Deep 
Bue. 

Kasparov, who had begun the 
game confident of winning 
against an inanimate, but 

arificially very intelligent and 


is speed, It can calculate and 
evaluate millions of chess 
positions every second. How- 
ever, there are some mistakes | 
that Deep Bive makes by virtue 
of its not ‘understanding’ the | 
game, because it’s just a 
machine. But Deep Biuedid take 
Kasparov for a tough ride. 
The fourth game of that match 
was a draw, with the world | 





M 
VS 
MACHIN 





champion desperately 
trying to save his game, 








Deep Blue 





And the fith game was 





chess-sawyy computer, was 
rattled when Deep Bluewon the 
first game. The next game was 
won by Kasparoy, and the next 
ended in a draw. 


Wess Deep Bive, and 


exactly how intelligent is it? 
Deep Blue ‘sgreatest advantage 


won by Kasparov simply 
because the computer made a 
very silly mistake. Kasparov's 
last words after a trying match 
said it all, am quite happy that 
| escaped so narrowly’at the 
end.” 


Courtesy : 
Newsweek 
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Sher Shah is not mentioned. 
Actually it was he who built some 
of the best roads in India. 

R. Sriram, aged 13, 
Bidar - 585 401 


Dear Editor, 
[= Burning paper, 
cloth, etc. in the 
cricket stadium has 
become a common 
thing among spectators, Not 
only does it create an ugly 
scene, but fire accidents are 
also possible, Spectators dohave Dear Editor, 

a right to express their joy when (= | liked reading The Mahatma’s 
their team is going to win, but it Visit in the February issue. K. 
should be done decently and Savita has shown what the 





fitingly Condition of our society is today. 
KV. Prame Krishna, Sushita Joardar, 
Trichy - 6. Calcutta. 
Dear Editor, Dear Editor, 


Gi In the cover story, The story of (=) This is with reference to N. 
the Road (February ‘96 issue), King Madhu's story The Divine Ghost in 
ep QMOST EH, the February issue. | disagree with 

= 7 +2 Madhu's grandpa's assumption 

i‘, 2g, that the sound of ankles heralds 

the arrival of a ghost. Ghosts are 

ye Ns, 3 imaginary creatures. Madhu's 
ir) 3 grandpa must have heard the 


6 sound and would have been 

| frightened into thinking it was a 
ghost. 

eae: AS Bratati Goswami, aged 10, 

MHS. School, 

Kharagpur 





HOLIDAY GAME| 

















Citeoee one ive among 
yourselves to be the 
‘Queen’. Place two chairs at 
lone end of the room. Blindfold 
the ‘Queen’ and make him or 
her sit on one chair. 


THE 





Object of the game 
The other players should, as 


noiselessly as possible try to sit 
on the chair beside the queen. 








Sheela : Mala, how did you fail in 
all the subjects? 
Mala : Because I wrote all the 
exams. 
Std. IX, 
rug. High School, 
Vasai (West). 





Each player tries to tiptoe to 
the empty chair. The moment 
the ‘Queen’ hears a noise 
she’ groans, for she has a 
headache’, and the player is, 
out! 

When one player manages to 





beside the queen, add 
another chair. You can keep 
playing by adding more chairs if 
you wish (but only one chair at a 
time). 


SANDY | 





Suresh : I just received an 
S SRS anonymous letter 
—W# Rajesh : Oh! From whom? 








WATCH OUT FOR MORE GAMES IN THE NEXT ISSUE! 





M. Noble, Madras 











[STORY ie 
I ast Friday afternoon, our teacher with costly exhibits! Suresh 














made an announcement. "We are said he was going to bring 
going to have the silver jubilee a Maragatha Buddha 
celebrations of our schoal soon. Apart from Chandran said he wou! id 
the entertainment, we will be having an bring a model of the Taj 
exhibition too. The theme will be India Mahal, | felt perturbed. 1 
through the Ages. All of you must make had no valuable things to 
efforts to bring or make something forthe talk about. But | felt | 
exhibition. The best exhibit will also win should also bring some- 
a prize." thing, Something rare 
You will be surprised to know how many that could really win the 
of my classmates had such exhibits, prize 
Probably the show-cases in their houses 
were already like A: | neared my house, 
museums, the smell of Nenaran* 
chips being fried in coco- 
‘nut oil walted out. That 


ys meant my grandpa had 
come from Kerala! | 
sprang from my cycle 
and ran inside 
Thathal” | shout- 
yy ed happily 
3 My grandpa lived 

































mostly in Moonar in Kerala, gg @@ oyouwanta rare 
looking after our properties. exhibit?" he 
He visited us once a asked. 


















month. During the vaca- es, grandpa!" 
tions, he took usthere. The “When do you want 
lush green groves and to take it?” 

puzhai* had always “As early as 
thrilled me, Hehad taught possible.” 

me to swim, He had play- “You say it 


ed with me and taken me must 
to temples in the evening, 
He was a scholar in 
English and shared 
his taste in books 
with me, Being a 
freedom fighter and a 
true Gandhian, he wore 
only handwoven and 
spun clothes. He work- 
ed at least two hours on beve rare 
the spinning wheel. He one, How can 
had a simple, uncompli- you protect it?" 
cated and contented life. “They are going to 
Verykindandconsiderate arrange for guards too," | 
by nature, he was welcome said with pride 
everywhere. “Okay. | shall come to your 
“Hello Kesavan! Whatis School tomorrow and per- 
the news?” he asked. sonally hand over it to your 
principal,” he said with a 
He was taking out Smile 
the jackfruit from the | never thought that my 
ligaments’ deftly, USING problem would be solved so easily, | slept 
welrolleditingers. peacefully that night. In the morning, | 
| sat near him. He saw grandpa doing his pooja earlier than 
dipped the fruit pieces in usual 














acupofhoney and asked —_“Thatha! You are coming to school with 

me to eat. After eating a me, aren't you?" | asked. 

few of them, | told him my ‘Yes, my child. | shall come with you,” 

problem. he said, 

*endram- kind of planain grown mos in kerala. 

“+ Pushol- A smal tenk found behind olmos! every house in Kero, ug 
oan 





Ramu wos writing on an oss, His father 
asked, 

“What are you doing?” 

Ramu said,"Our class teacher told us 


to write an essay on an ass..That's what 
'm doing” 
K. Supriya, aged 13, 
Bangalore - 560 001. 








Tsaw him changing into a fresh 
white shirt. Through the corner of 
my eyes | tried to see what he was 
taking. He didn’t take any box or 
bag. He just put a pink coloured 
receipt and a hundred rupee note 
in his shirt pocket. 

‘At 9,00 a.m, when we were 
about to leave, | asked him 
again, “Did you take the exhibit, 
thatha?" 

"Sure. It is safe here,” he touch- 
ed his shirt pocket. 

I became suspicious. Was he 
referring to the hundred rupee 
note? Didn't he know that there 
are even five-hundred rupee 
notes today? 





t school, | took grandpa to. 
the principal, for he wished 
to meet him. 

“Sir! My grandpa wants to meet 
you regarding the silver jubilee 
exhibition,” | said. 

“Please sit down, sir. What can 
| do for you?” asked the principal. 

“Kesavan wants to take 
something precious from me to be 


exhibited in the forth-coming 
exhibition, Can you guarantee its 
safe custody and return it after the 
function?” he asked. 

"Definitely. You need not worry 
about it's safety. May | see the 
exhibit?” the principal asked, 
curiously. 

“Sure. Here itis," Grandpa took 
the hundred rupee note from his 
pocket with great reverance, and 
gave it to the principal. 

The principal's eyes nearly 
popped out! 

“1 understand your sentiments, 
sir. | promise to return it to you 
personally after the function,” he 
said 

| peeped through his hands 
to look at the note. What did | 
see there — the signature of the 
simple man whose principles 
drove the mighty British out of 
our country — M.K. Gandhi — 
written in black ink, smiled at 
me! 


KRISHNAVENI 
RANGANATHAN 
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one are the days when 
children trembled in front of 
parents, especially a strict 

{ather. 
“Lamsstill scared of my father." says 
a forty-year-old father of two. “I never 
lever sat if he were in the same room. 
| always stood. Now, that | am older, | 
[do sit down when he’s in the room. 
But find Ihave a different relationship 
lwith my children. They're not scared 





Jof me, except when | am angry 
Vhope!" he adds laughing. 
Relationships have changed 
with time. A father and mother 
]were the ‘bosses’ at home in the 





Tes, 









WV, 


‘days gone by. Itwas unheard of, that 
you fought or argued with them. You 
obeyed them and did (mostiy!) what 
they expected you to do. 

1am scared of my father,” says 
thirteen-year-old Sushma, “But only 
when he's angry. Otherwise, ne's 
more like a friend — actually, he's my 
best friend 


ert and her father are very 

close to each other. It Sushma 

had a bad day, it is her 

father to whom she goes for 
support 

We rarely ever beat 

her.” says Sushma’s mother, 

‘And we tell her the way we 

expect her to be.” 

Children these days do not 
lead a sheltered 
existence any more. 

They actively participate 
in making decisions in 
everyday lite. 

"My on chooses his own 

clothes," says eight-year-old 
Vaibhav's mother, “And he 
decides which friend he wants 
to visit when, Of course, he 
asks us for our permission.” 


—_— 





Nb, 
NaN 


play a greater role in their 
hildren's lives. 
jummy knows when | 
am upset about some: 
says Rajini, "She 
when I tell her 























But there is always 
The other side of the coin, 

en a teénager feels out 
of step with the world, 








My parent: ver 
understand me,” complains 
4, "They are always 





me to study, study, 


and and his parents 
from the 





proverbial c nication 
ap. jething that can be 
bridged if time and effort are put 


So, if you have a problem, tell your 
ut it. Be frank and open 
nber, your parents 
dren, and teenagers. 


Wenn 


|parents are ¢ 
than ever be 
children, try 














S. SRIDHAR 




















iay bit his lip. He was feeling 
V uly. He wished he hadn't lied 
about it the previous night, He 
frowned — actualy he felt lousy about it 
lie for such a small thing —but he had 
Ithad seemed such a major thing last 
right. But this morning, in broad dayight, it 
all seemed petty and silly. He thought of 
the previous night 
Vijay! Viay!" his mother shouted from 
tis, ‘Did you see that crystal vase 
that always stands on this dresser here?” 
Vjay guiped. He had been dreading the 
question. Buthe now had the answer ready, 
don't know, mom!" 
ere couldithave disappeared to?"his 
mother wondered aloud, searching al! over, 
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"Idont think I moved it rom there, did I? 
Then suddenly he biurted, “Why dont 

you ask Raji, mam?" Fé ir maid. 

Then, as suddenly as he had said it, Vay 

wished he hadn't 

| Hmm," answered his mother, 

| that 


T hat was last night. Now this 
morning, his mother had asked Raji 
‘Did you see the vase that was on this 
dresser? 

‘Vase? I've seen it of course,” Rayt 
replied insolently, “But | don't know 
happened to it i that's what you mean. 

The maid was a short-lempered woman, 
and now, Vijay's mother lost her Coo! too 





1 do 

















‘You should know” she retorted sharply. 
"You are the one who dusts it every day. 

{And that set Raji off — she shouted at 
the top of her voice that she didn't know 
and that they were trying tolabel her tthe 
ec. Vijay's mother was really exasperated. 
She gave Vijay his breaklast and waved him 
off to schoo, with Raj stil muttering inthe 
background 





cw, on his way to Schoo), iay was 

disturbed, Rajiwas.abad-tempered 
woman and had reacted very strongly to 
his mother's question, Now surely, his 
‘mother mighthave a suspicion that Raji had 
stolen or broken the vase? He didnt want 
that to hap 3s his fault 























Vijay had returned home that afternoon, 
toanemply house. He had a key and he had 
let himself in. “Mummy must have had an 
assignment,” he thought. His mother wrote 
article for different papers, and quite atten, 
was away on some assignment or other. 

‘Now, tired and hungry, he had thrown 
his bag on the dresser — and horrors! 
CRASH! Tinkl, tinkle! It was the vase! For 
a moment he was paralysed with terror. 
Then, acting quickly he brought the broom 
and the dustpan and cleared the remains 
of the broken vase without a trace. 


ijay could hardly concentrate in 
class. Such a small, stupid incident 
‘and he had allowed it to blow out of 
proportion. He decided to confess that 
evening. 
"nd I cleared the broken bits away 


Viay concluded his confession, not daring 
tolook at his mother’s face. Silence, There 
was no comment from his mother. Then 
suddenly, to his surprise, she hugged him. 

Never lie to me or your papa, Vijay,” 
she said, "The vase was expensive, but 
‘ow its gone. It's nobig deal, But lam glad 
you told me about i 

Viay looked at her gratefully 

Next time,” his mother said, “Tell me 
atonce. Maybe I'll scold you abit for being 
careless. But | am not going to call the 
police am 1?" she laughed. 

Vijay managed a watery smile, 

Come," said his mother, "I vemade hot 
pakoras for you. 

Crunching through a plate of pakoras, 
Vijay reflected — all that quit and fear had 
been worthless after all 

SRILATHA DHAR 
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A mysterious ‘am sitting in the comer shop over a cup of 
coffee and thinking of nothing in particular 
man takes a when this mysterious character in a dotted shirt 


journalist to the Startshovering aboutme. He signals othe waiter 

standing by my side, and starts tapping his nose, 

headquarters ©! a particularly large member that stands out from 

SALAMI? But fis face, and wheezes through it for a while by 
way of attracting my attention! 

what is SALAMI’ Now, am a busy man, though | do nothing 

Js ita ferorist much, but have no time for nuts. Ihave a feeling 

i "he is going to hand me a sob story. | ignore him. 

organization? Psst!" he hisses. | sink my face in the coffee. 

~ “Psst, psst!” he goes on. | look up. And! 


\ ‘am about to tell him as loudly as possible 
\ where he could go to, but he forestalls me by 
= several nods and laborious winks, and by 


sundry gestures cautions me to silence, 

“You want a story?” he whispers, after 
looking all over the cotfee shop and under 
the table. 

i it is the tragic sort, | have heard it 
before,” | say indifferently. He pulls a chair 
and sits down, 

“It is about a secret organization," he 
hisses, and he becomes silent and manages 
to push three-fourths of his face including the 
‘economy-sized nose into his cup as the waiter 
appears with the bill. Since the mysterious 
character displays no signs of emerging from 
hhis cup. pay for both, hoping fervently that 
his story will be worth the investment. 


Ihen the waiter is out of sight, the secret 

organization man comes out of hiding, 
with obvious evidence of his hideout on his 
upper. “Youhave been watched,” he says 
‘ominously. Now |ookall over the catfee shop 
and under the table. 

“You have been followed everyday,” he 
says, “Last week you had a row with your 
neighbour because he played his stereo too 
loud. Right?” | nod, concealing my surprise. 
“Two days ago you asked the projectionist of 
a cinema theatre to lower the volume of the 


oO Sa 

















soundtrack." Inod 
again, managing to pull 
down my soaring eyebrow: 

‘You are alright,” he says, "That Is why we 
decided to break the story to you. Follow me. 
‘And with this he rises and walks off very fast. and 
is a furlong away belore | can catch up with him 

He turns around and fires a question. “Youhave 
a portable stereo? 

'No," | say, shuddaring, 

‘Good," he says, smiling tlh lips move right 
under his ponderous proboscis, "Come with me! 
‘And with that he is off again, 

“Where?” | enquire, panting along behind him. 

He stops, He looks around and stares 
suspiciously ata nearby tree. He probingly fingers 
a lamp post, and then apparently satisfied says 
impressively, “To the seciot headquarters of 
SALAMI, 

sit Something like SPECTRE or SMERSH, the 
organizations James Bond fights against? 





















Yes. But our 
purposes, unlike thei 
are good," he says 
virtuously, and starts off 
again, 


W5; each a quiet street 
where a large van is 

tioned. As we ap- 
proach it, two hefty men 
climb out and block our 
path, But upon seeing the 
Nose they salute and open 
the van doors for us. 

The man with the nose 
turns apologetically tome. 
There are certain formali 
ties," he says. And before 
you can say lan Fleming | 
am gagged, blind-folded 





























‘and bundled into the van which 
immediately speeds off 

can feel the vehicle bumping over 
rough roads and turning several times. 

Jam wondering how much | will b& 
paid for this story and whether it will 
be worth all this trouble, when 
suddenly | feel the van stopping. We 
get out and my blindfold is removed, 
We are in a large, dark garage. A door 
in the corner leads to another larger, 
welllit room without windows. Here 
my gag is removed and | am led into 
another room where a very large, rosy: 
cheeked man with a tousled mop of 
crinkly hair and a bushy beard sits at 
a table immersed in a book, which 
happens to be Thoreau's Walden 
the book that inspired Gandhi. 


he man looks up as we come in 

and the Nose salutes him smartly 
and then goes close to him and 
whispers something. The big one 
looks at me, purses his lips and lifts 


addresses me in a booming voice 

“Ha, the journalist!” he says 
“Welcome to the humble quarters 
of SALAMI." And then his rosy 
‘cheeks expand almost to bursting 
point, and a low rumble rocks the 
room. | realise he is laughing. 

He comes round the table, pats 
me on the shoulder endangering 
my collar bone, and enfolds my 
hand in his great paw for a 
handshake that rattles all my 
bones from finger tips to 
shoulder blade. 

"Sit down,” he says, “Squat 
Take a seat.” And thy lifts me and 
thrusts me into a cha” "Now shoot 
he says, “Any question. Go on 


badger me with questions. Any 
question." And again the room rocks 
to the roar of his laughter. 
‘Wh... what is SA. 
manage lo stammer out. 
Tl tell you,” he says with a minor 
rumble, “We are an organization that 


SALAMI?" 1 











is beneficient to the Indian public, Do- 
gooders we are, Qur nation is one of 
an ancient civiliz 





jon known end| 

























died forts spiriual fervour and 
stability. Our people afe krovn fo 
their “calmness and. cignly 
srengthened by quel contempiaion 
ane 

; | 
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me about SALAMI. "You have not 
heard any loudspeakers disturbing the 
peace from street corners lately, have 
you? There is a demand for 
loudspeakers. Every litle ceremony 
has to have a couple of loudspeakers, 
‘There isa craze for loudspeakers, And 
yet of late there have been no 
loudspeakers, Where did they go?” 

Woccurs tome that our streets have 
indeed been quiet excopt for trafic 
noises for the past few weeks. | am 
pondering over this when he pokes a 
friendly forefinger in my abdomen that 
doubles me up with pain, 

“The loudspeakers and mikes have 
simply disappeared,” he says, "Where 
did they go, eh?" 

"Where?" | gasp. 

“In the next room,” he says, and 
propels me down a fow staits to an 
underground cellar, “Our highly 
efficient operatives have managed to 





















lay their hands on almost all the 
loudspeakers in circulation, 


nid indeed, he seems to be right. | 

The cellar is covered from floor to 
ceiling with loudspeakers, piles and 
piles of them, of every make and type, 
fow upon row of them — enough 
loudspeakers to drive the whole world 
crazy, In large alcove adjoining the 
room are thousands of portable radios 
and stereo cassatte players of various 
sizes piled together in rough heaps. 

How did they get here?" | ask 

‘Seized, stolen or bought by my 
operatives. The portable radios ware 
taken from nuts who were jumping 
about with them in the streets during 
the cricket season, We are opening 
branches in all cities. So the haul will 
be greater by and by. 

"What do you do with all these?" 
“Destroy them. Throw them in the 

Bay of Bengal, Bury them in the snows 
ofthe Himalayas, Exterminate them.’ 
But why?” | ask before he can go 
into one of his fits of mirth 
“SALAMI expanded reads : The 
Subversive Activities League for the 
Annihilation of Minor Iritations. Can 
you think of a greater minor irritation 
than a loudspeaker or a portable 


lorries?" 
| say vehemently. 


a 
6 


‘No, 
“Without them how catm 
») ‘and peaceful our streets will 


be! 


y now | had regained some of 
my nerve, “For a man who 
hates noise you certainly are 

very loud,” | said, 
“We will all have to talk. 











loudly hereafter to be heard over the 
noisemakers,” he said, "I wantto show 
people how it will be when everybody 
has to talk loudly. Anyway, to continue 
what | was saying, we wanted to break 
the story to the papers, but we didn't 
want nosey reporters hanging around 
here, A certain secrecy is needed for 
the security of such organizations. So 
we selected you to do the job since 
you share our aversion for these noisy 
pests, 

"But why break it to the papers at 
all?” Lask. 

“As a warning to the people 





Warning?” 
Yes,” he says, and launches 
himself into convulsions of laughter. 
But by stamping on the ground several 
times and making a heroic effort, he 
manages to calm himself enough to 
goon. “Yes, yousee,"he says between 
giggles that escape him uncontroll- 
ably, "What happens to these gadgets 
today can happen to the users of the 
gadgets tomorrow. Those who play 
their radios in the streets, the men who. 
order for loudspeakers, and those who 
set them up for them, the lorry drivers 
who play long tunes on their air horns 
well, all these men. 
could disappear just as 
these radios and mikes 
id, That is Phase Two 
of our operation.” 
gain gagged and 
blind-folded | am 
brought back tothe alley, 
and from there | wend, 
my way to the coflee 
shop, | realise that hard- 
ly an hour has passed 
since I eft this shop. So 
the SALAMI heac 
quarters must be some- 
where within the city 
| think about Phase 
Two. Could he be 
serious about thal warn- 
ing? you ask me for my 
‘opinion, ! feel aman who 
laughs so much must be 
really serious about whet, 
he says. 
Anyway. don't say | 
didn't warn you. 


JANAKAN 
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it Tam Ching Ming the 
dinosaur. | am the last 
dinosaur left in the world. | 
live in the Bermuda Triangle, 
and | am responsible tor the 
disappearance of all 
| those ships... can't 
help it, you know. 
have cellular rays 
onmybackwhich /; 
attract iron and 





tel, my only food. ama perfect 
gelarian as | eat only minerals. 
The men inside are usually already 
dead when the ship reaches me. | 
think you should call me gre: 
granny Ching Ming as | am 
35,000,000 years old. | am red in 
colour with black patches 

Ihave no company here. Fish 
run away from me in fear. These 
|days | get hardly any food as 
almost no ship passes by. 


few days ago, | received a 
parcel. A parcel! Who had 


posted it to me still remains a 

















mystery. | opened it and found a 
book on dinosaurs. | was very sad 
to find that dinosaurs were 


portrayed as cruel creatures. | 
turned it over and saw an ad for 
Jurassic Park! very badly wanted 
to see the film. 
























The next day | woke up early 
and prayed to our ancestral god, 
Jinmapai’,to bless me with food 
and company, for | was getting 
too hungry and bored. My 
prayers were answered. When 
J opened my eyes, | saw a 
black object. Whee! Itwas 
a submarine! | attracted it | 
with my | ate the 











THE 


SECRET 


OF THE) 
Bermuda 


Triangle 


submar 





and itwas yummier than 
ps | have eaten so far. 


\ NOTE TO READ 


don't tell anybody about 
Ibis a secret between you | 
me. And please do not forget 
d me a video cassette of the 
S. Hemamalini, aged 12, 
PS.B.B/K.K.N School, 
Madras - 33, 











































th my experen 
rom one who i$ 
was she nodding her 
p too? She must be 
pS with her eyes open 

d. It was moving in a | 















ong dstance bus rae is boing, Ard 
when can it be more boring than in 

the eal hours ofthe morning, when 
pitch black darkness assails you from a 
sides? | have to commute at this unearthly 
hour — when al windows are kept itty 
to keep out the exciting wind that chs y 
to the bone. People keep their eyelids tightly 
shut too and fal asleep, 

Well one such day | was rushing to 
imy destination ( could make ou 
speed) and simultaneously 
adjusting my shoulder forthe 
head ofa sumberng lady. 

Why doesn't some: 
thing happen? 
wanted 10 


scream to ay 

















3d by a very warm 
while she was probably drea 
Prince Charming! | shall s 
Thiefl", | thought, But no! That is 
what su 

chant magic 
beams (radio 
towards 














and dir 














drugs, smuggling, large ga 


centuri 


weapons, 
ahead 

















do. Superheroes 


is problems of 
oh!) like 
igs with 


el then, what was | to doin a position 

worse than that of superheroes? | 
jed forthe screaming bi. The hand was 
row on the purse. | soreamed a fll throated 
cay, one thet would have shaken even Ated 
Hitchcock. Suddenly, Reshma was standing 
over me. 

‘Get up lazy bun. Or we wont be able to 
get down,” were her generous words. Dont 
tell me that was ala dream? That... my most 
exciting bus trip never existed! And what 
about that theft? Will it vanish into time 
(pit) without being resolved? Like... will 
the fatso’s hand stay forever on her 
unsuspecting vicim’s purse? Seeing the 
horrible fate of my dream, | wanted to 
dream a bit more — just for the conc 
bit. But | had to get down at the next 
stop with Reshma, No time for 
dreaming, But wait! Was this @ 

dream 100? 

















[PEACES OF INTERES 











‘Not for an Age, but for all time.’ 
1 his inimitable style, poet Ben 
Jonson (a dramatist too), said 

this of William Shakespeare, fondly 

called the Bard Of Avon. 

The statement has stood the test 
of time. Shakespeare the poet, 
actor-cum-dramatist lives, and is 
more alive than ever in the annals 
jof English Literature 

Indian students are very fa 
‘with Stratford-on-Avon, the birth 
place of the dramatist. Equally 





familiar is his accepted birthday, 
April 23. 
But eyebrows are sure to be 





raised in utter disbelief when one 
is told that the Indian Tricolour 
flutters majestically amidst the flags 
lof other nations at Stratford-on- 





‘Avon, when the place celebrates 
the Annual Shakespeare Festival, 
beginning 23 April 


tratford, on the banks of the 

river Avon, is @ quiet borough 
in the county of Warwickshire, 
about 90 miles from London. 

Shakespeare lovers the world 
over, throng this place during the 
birthday festival. The colourful 
hoisting of flags marks the 
beginning of the festivities, This is 
done by the envoys of the various 
countries. 

A leisurely walk in and around 


FOR 


Stratford takes one to all the 
Shakespeare shrines. 

The first on the list is the old- 
world house in Henley street where 
‘Shakespeare was born. It contains 
a unique collection of books, 
pictures and other objects relating 
to the life and work of the Bard. On 
the wall, one can see inscribed the 
signatures of literary celebrities 
who had paid homage to the 
dramatist. These include Sir Walter 
Scott, Charles Dickens and 





commie 








Thomas Carlyle among others. 


n the banks of the Avon, 
O stands the Memorial Theatre. 
Here, Shakespeare's plays are 
enacted by leading actors and 
actresses of the present day. The 
Library in the theatre preserves 
lover 10,000 volumes of 
Shakespeariana. The nearby 
















village of Shottery along whose 
paths Shakespeare had walked, 
wearing them out as it were, is the 
cottage of Ann Hathaway, his wife 
The cottage is maintained to this 
day in its original shape, thatched 
roof and all 

The swans gliding across the 
‘Avon waters are lovely to watch 


he tourist, warmed by the 
Indian Summer’ sunshine that, 











invariably greets the festival, leaves 
the place after a solemn bow at the 
Church of Holy Trinity at the simple 
tomb of the great-poet. 

‘The epitaph carved on the tomb 
is said to have been composed by 
Shakespeare himself, after he had 
seen some tombs being 


dug up! 
Moving words worth quoting are 
these: 
Good friend for Jesus sake 
forbeare 
To dig the dust enclosed here 
Blest be ye man that spares 
these stones 
And curst be he yt moves my 
bones. 
(Spellings as on the stone) 


VISALAM RADNAKRISHNAN 








BEATE 

‘am very fond of collecting 

golden and silver coloured 

chocolate wrappers. | love 
making craft items from them. 
|| had collected some coloured, 
iver and golden wrappers to 
make a beautiful chariot with 
fratch-boxes. 

My neighbour, an old lady, 
learnt about my hobby. She told 
me that she too loved making 
such craft items, She gave me 


ty EXPERIENCE 
some craft books, and told me 
that she would give me her 
collection of golden and silver 
coloured wrappers. The next 
day, the old lady sent a few 
polybags full of chocolate 
wrappers to me. 


opened the polybags only to 
find some very offensive 
smelling coffee bags and 
chocolate foils. Yes, this was the 
silver and golden paper the lady 
was talking about. What an 
achievement to have 
collected 70 
coffee bags 











land 20 chocolate foils! It was 
really amazing. | put them in my 
drawer for | did not have the 
heart to throw them out. 

One week later, my mother 
lasked me to clean out my 
drawer, Horrors! What did | see? 
My drawer was full of red ants 
land insects. | spotted the 
culprits - those coffee bags and 
chocolate foils. Not only did 
the insects infest the wrappers, 
but they had also spoilt my 
lother craft items kept in the 
drawer, | had to throw 
leverything in the drawer into the 
dustbin 

My father put some insect 
repellent in the drawer and 
scolded me for having collected 
coffee bags without realising the 
consequences. 


We the matter was over. | 
fam yet to ask the lady the 
[secret by which she preserved 
those bags for so long, without 
any problems. The old lady had 
been collecting them for many 
years, but no insects or ants 
had spoilt her collection, 

| must find out how she did it, 
for only then can | fulfil my 
ambition of making a huge toy 
chariot decorated with chocolate 
Iwrappers! 

Vaishali Bharathy, 

aged 15, 
New Bombay - 400 703. 
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STORIES|FROM OUR READERS 








stood first in class, he would buy him a new toy. Ram studied 
hard and got the first rank in the half-yearly exams, Father stood 
by his words. 

He took him to a toy shop, one fine Saturday morning. Ram 
looked around the shop. There were so many toys to choose from. 
Finally, he decided to buy a little dog doll that barked. It was 
operated by a battery. If you pressed a switch, it would bark 
continuously. 

Then they went to the bank. 
Father had to withdraw cash, 
and deposit some cheques. 
too. He filled up the 
withdrawal challan 
and gave it to 
the clerk at 
the counter 
He received 
the token and JA 
sat next to Ram, 
waiting to be 
called by the 
teller, Ram was 
watching the busy 
activity around him 
with interest 


R ‘am studied in the third standard. His father had told him that if he 









hen it happen- 
ed, A man with 

Jong hair, wearing dark 
round sun glasses, cladin 
dark blue jeans, a yellow 
T-shirt and jacket, suddenly 
charged into the bank. He 
grabbed a lady-clerk by her 
neck and pulled her up. Removing a gun from his pocket, he pointed jt} 
at her head. He then tuned around and called out aloud 

“Listen! Don’t make any stupid moves. If find anybody calling polices 
or pressing the alarm, | will shoot the girl. | won't hesitate. Rememoer! 
Now, | want cash. Hot cash! Who is the manager of this bank? Come 
here along with the cashier. 

















0 


They both came forward. 
Get a suitcase, fill it with as many hundred = & 
rupee bundles as it can hold and give it to me. All 
the bundles must be hundi s. | will 






























take this girl with me. 
cross the city limits, | wil 
go. | won't harm her. A 
want the suitcase in the next 
few minutes 

The manager and the ca: 
disappeared into the cashroom 
No one moved. The lady clerk 
was shivering. Her face was pale 
with fear. Some custon it 
of the bank 


Ss uddenly, Ram ros is 
chair. He walked towards the 
counter wher 
holding his 
hostage. 
“Ram! 
his father 
called out 
in fear. But 
Ram did 
not reply. 




















ihe gunman was 











He went towards the gunman and said, “Let her go. 
‘Get out!” shouted the gunman, “I'll shoot you." 
Ram only laughed. “Shoot me,” he said. “Shoot me. | am not 



















Everybody was shocked. The gunman lost his 
nerve. He let go of the lady clerk and pointed the 
gun at Ram, but did not shoot. 

He looked sideways, and backwards, and all 
around him, like a trapped animal. Then he 
threw the gun over his head, and ran to the side 
door. Suddenly, everybody realized that the 

gunman was escaping 
Three hefty men ran 
behind him and caught 
him at the door. The police 
were called, and soon the 
would-be bank robber was 
hauled away. 

There was a crowd of 
people around Ram asking 
him, "How did you get the 
courage to confront the 
gunman? 

Why did the gunman 
throw the gun away?” 

It was a toy gun," Ram 
ed smiling, “I saw this 
man buying a toy gun at the 
toy shop this morning. | 

recognised him the 
moment he ran into the 

bank 

Ram's father hugged him in 
reliet 

“Never do it again, Ram,” he said, “What if that gunman 
had hurt you in some way? 

“Oh, papa!” said Ram laughing, “I'l be careful next time!” 
| hope there'll not be a next time,” growled his father, mock-angrily 
“L hope not too,” said Ram 


repl 





Anand, Madras - 600 045. 
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AMAZING FACTS 


M ichel de Nastredame was born in Verses. 
1503 in St. Remy de Province. His 
family was Jewish bul Hs method of looking 
converted to Christianity. He into the future was 
as a student and famous as a skille ilar to that of the crystal 
physician. His success in dealin gazers. He placed a bow! 
plague victims was because he refused to of water on a brass tripod 
bleed them the way the contemporary stand and gazed into it. | 
doctors did. This concept was revolutionary Sometimes, the predictions | 
in the 16th cent came in the form of 


He changed his Spontaneous flashes of 
name to the Latin intuition. 
He predicted that a 


k named Felice Peretti 


I would become a Pope. He 
+ also predicted 
WHO thata young boy | 
| was to become | 


Henry IV the 


SAW THE ge. 
FUTURE 


version, Nostradamus. 
proclaimed that the earth circles 
the Sun, and not the Sun around 

the earth as was believed 
then. This was more than 

a hundred years before 

Galileo's findings. He 
published ten books in 
1555, all entitled 

Centuries. Each of them 

contained a hundred 

predictions. All of them 
were written in the form of 





























































France. The prophet predicted his own death 
in 1566, and exhumation in 1700—134 years. 
later! 












st to avoid being accused of Witchcraft 

by the Inquisition, Nostradamus confused 
the dates of his predictions. He wrote in a 
mixture of anagrams, symbols, Latin, old 
French and other languages. This 
deliberate confusion led to the curious 
and widely varied interpretations of 
his prophesies. But most of his 
predictions have come so close to 
facts, that he has been accepted as 
the ‘Greatest Prophet of Europe’. His 
predictions of the fates of Louis XIV, 
Edward Vill, The Great Fire of London 
and the Great Plague of London in 1666, 
the rise and fall of Napoleon, and all about 
Hitler whom he referred to as ‘Hister', are 
uncannily true. 


ult 
powers join in alliance 
against the East. He 
has given the date as 

fe refers to Napolean as The First Anti- the seventh month of the 

Christ. Hitler was the Second Anti-Christ, Year 1999. He has 
The Third Anti-Christ or the ‘Man of Blood’ will Predicted that the 
emerge in China. There will be a war, the third Northern Hemisphere 
in the century, which will take place in the Will suffer the most 
Northern Hemisphere — after two great K.R. VISALAKSHI 
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N. Chandra Shekhar, aged 14, 
3 KV. (IM), Bangalore. 






ff Sumitha, aged 16, 
St. Anne's GLH. 
Bangalore. 



















8, Seshagiri, aged 9, 
KMMEG., 
Bangalore, 


‘Savin Vana 
havin Noged 10, 
Bombay - 63- 
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ESSAY 


@, who live in the adhere fo it. Tussles can be 
W present generation avoided. 

are prone tomaking 2. Share your things, includ- 
innumerable mistakes because, ing your thoughts, with your 
seldom do we.accept the siblings for peaceful co- 
valuable guidance which existence, 
our parents offer us. 3. Avoid one-upmanship 


Instead, those golden and approach elders 
words are often viewed humbly. 

















ee i et 4. Know your limits. 
le have many mis Do not stretch liberties 
understandings with our 


beyond a point. 

5. Take your parents 
into confidence, and share 
your thoughts and feelings 
with them. 

6. Keep your parents 
posted on what you 
do at school every- 
day. 


parents, But the question 
is, why shoulda teenager 
rebe] against his/her 
parents when peaceful 
avenues are open for 
settling differences of 


‘opinion? 
Hi: I wish to 

share a few 7] Try out this 
AVOID Cepatonce 
FAMILY WV S\I\ QD ieccrn in 


golden rules for repairing your parents. 








strained relationships when such S. Asha, 
occasions arise. aged 13, 
1. Plan your routine and Mumbai - 400 089. 

















‘At the bokery — 
Baker : Madam, these are the best 
cakes we've had for years. 
Customer : | would like some that 
were baked more recently, please. 
M. Subodh Shetty, 
Bangalore - 560 078. 











GRANNY’S TALES 








y cousins and | were 
playing outdoors one 
rainy afternoon, when 


my cousin Rupa slipped and fell 
Allofus laughed. Poor Rupa, she 
was hurt! Later that evening, we 
were sitting around our granny 
and telling her how Rupa fell 

“You know, patti," | said 
laughing, “She was strutting 
away, walking like a queen, when 
she suddenly slipped and fell!" 
Allof us re-lived the incident and 
laughed heartily. 

Granny looked at Rupa, who 
was nearly in tears, and said, “I 
will tell you a story from the 
Mahabharatha. Then youall can 
decide whether laughing at 
Rupa is right or not.” 


All of us fell silent. We 
knew that we were being a 
little cruel. But then, it had 
been funny to see Rupa fall. 
Granny began her story. 


he Kauravas and 
Pandavas were on 
bad terms with each 
other. It was the initial 
days of silent discontent, 








granny 








The Pandavas were living in a 
magical palace then, a mansion 
full of illusions and Maya. 

Itwas a beautiful palace. But 
treacherous to one who was not 
familiar with it. For instance, a 
bedroom with a huge cot cov- 
ered with soft silk might look as 
if it had no doors. You'll find 
yourself searching for the door, 
and suddenly bang against it. A 
barren stretch of land will actu- 
ally reveal a lush green garden 
‘on closer inspection. A room 
which looks dark from the out- 
side will be (ec and beauti- 
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Be 


























fully lt when you enterit. To the 
untrained eye, the kitchen will 
look like a bedroom, and a door 
like a part of the wall. The entire 
palace had been deliberately 
built that way on the advice of 
Lord Krishna, since he expected 
an attack on the good-natured 
Pandavas. 


he Pandavas themselves 
had a tough time coping 
with the magical palace in the 








beginning. Once, Bheema, who | 
was very proud of his might) 
boasted, "Watch me walk 
through this wrought iron gate. 
It may be lockéd, but nothing 
can stop the mighty Bheema." 

He went to the gate and tried 
to pushit, but to his dismay, he 
found that it wasn t a gate al 
all, but a part of the wall which 
appeared like a gate! The 
other Pandavas laughed at his 
defeat, 

Even Arjuna was fooled once. 
He saw a beautiful pond in the 
distance and desired a swim. 
Shedding his clothes, he dived 











into the ‘pond’ only to encounter 
hard ground! He returned quite 
bruised and wiser. 

Then the Pandavas realised 
that living in the magic palace 
would not be as easy as they 
thought it would be. They 
begged Krishna to help them 
out. Krishna explained the trick 
behind the illusions, and after 
that, the Pandavas were able to 
live easier. 


counters 





ae - 0 


ne day, Duryodhana, the el- 

dest of the Kauravas came 
to visit his cousins. He was quite 
unaware of the magical quality 
of the palace. So you can imag- 
ine his struggle to get through’ 
the rooms to find his cousins. He 
wandered into the garden only 
to find it was actually a room. He 
walked into what he thought was 
a well-lit room, only to find that: 
he had to grope through dark- 




















ness. Then, quite unwittingly, he 
entered the ladies chambers 
and committed more goof-ups. 
He thought he saw a pool of 
water there, and carefully walked 
around it so as not to wet his 
clothes, He walked to another 
part of the room, fell into a pool 
and clambered out, his clothes 
dripping. 

So you can imagine how 
Duryodhana would have been 
feeling. Irritated and angry, he 
was amazed and bewildered by 
the palace at the same time. 
Suddenly, he caught sight of his 
cousins and gave a shout. As 
they turned to look at him, 
Duryodhana, hitching his wet, 
dripping clothes, rushed across 
the smooth shiny floor, only to fall 
heavily. 


raupadi, who had been 
watching all this, could 


control herself no longer, and| 
began to laugh heartily. She un- 
wittingly exclaimed, “Truly the| 
blind king’s son is equally blind!" 

For Duryodhana, this was the 
last straw. How he hated the| 
Pandavas then! He vowed to] 
revenge himself on Draupadi. 
And he did do it, later in the 
Mahabaharatha war, when he! 
disrobed her. 

Granny concluded the story, 
which had seemed funny and in- 
teresting in the beginning, but 
had ended quite seriously. She 
looked at the ring of solemn 
faces around her, Then | said, "| 
am sorry Rupa, for laughing at 
you. Were you very hurt?” 

‘And soon, Rupa was sur- 
rounded by a group of shame- 
faced cousins, asking for pardon. 
Granny looked at us and smiled. 





SANDYA DEV 












+ There's nothing wrong 
with you; ust need lot of rest, 













‘Sudha : But look at my tongue! 
Yes, that needs a lot of 





Nivedita Ramanathan, 

aged 10, 
Good Shepherd Convent, 
Madras - 600 035. 





and w ng bored at home, ¥ educate Pushpa 
ay onwards, alter Pushpa’s 








| Nancy far and watching ch re ever, | began to teach her 
TW Hindi for an hour everyday. 
Kanta, our maid-servant ha read smal sentences, and 





her village for two! was willing to learn, and 


me, "Ihave hi 





work 
Pushpa looked at 
He 











‘At a restaurant — 

Customer : Waiter!Your thumb isin 
my soup. 

Waiter : Thats okay, sir! Its not hot. 

M. Subodh Shetty, 

Bangalore - 560 078. 
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© During its entire life 
time, a housefly never travels 
more than a few hundred feet from 
the place where it was born! 
© As with human fingerprints, each Zebra 
has its own pattern of stripes. No Zebra Is 
striped exactly like any other - each is one of 
akind! 
© The elephant’ trunk has no bones, but does 
have 40,000 different muscles! 
© Hens can distinguish 
between all the colours of the 
rainbow! 
® Your tongue is 
the only muscle in 
your body that 
is attached 
at only 






THE 
| ZEBRA'S 
PRINTS 


















one end! You have 
about 3,000 taste buds on 
your tongue! 

© Of the 22 bones connected by 
joints in your skull, only one can move 
© the one in your lower jaw, which 
permits you to talk laugh and chew 
food! 

© Pre-historic people bored holes 
through their skulls to relieve 
headaches, believing that they were 
letting evil spirits escape! 
‘© Only people cry — animals 
never do! Animals have tears, 
but their tears are used 
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6 on't ever get off the 
train. Don’t wash your 
hair everyday. It will 


be cold in Bangalore. Don't sleep 

late. Eat your dinner at eight 0 

clock. Don't delay it. And don't 
“Oh, amma!” | sighed, irritated, 


“Lam nota baby anymore. | can 
look after myself 
1 know that,” sighed my 


mother, “But this is the first time 
you are travelling alone......Oh! 





There's the announcement tor 
your train to leave. !'lgetoff. Take 
care, dear.” 
Bye amma,” | called out, 
Don't worry. I'l call you as soon 
asl can 
The train pulled away from the 
station, as | bid my parents good- 
bye through the window. As the 
train rattled on, | retired to my seat 
It was the first time | was 
travelling alone. | would miss my 
parents. 



























































he train 

chugged on 
and soon, it was 
‘evening. Someone 
switched on the 
lights, | put aside 
the Agatha Christie 
| was reading and 
went tohave a wash, 
Then | ate my 
dinner. Soon, the 
berths were put up 
and everybody 
clambered into 
their's 











Suddenly, there 
was screaming, shouting and the 
patter of running feet. A gentleman 
came and sat next to me as | sat 
up (mine was the lower berth), and 
a crowd of people ran past 
screaming, “Thief, thief!" 

“Give me your purse,” the 
gentleman said, "We are taking 
the passengers’ valuables to the 
Railway Authorities to keep them 
safe. Hurry!" 

| looked for my purse. Oh, 
where did I keep it? As | search- 
ed, the group looking for the thief 
returned. Suddenly, they poun- 
ced on the man sitting on my 
berth and cried, “Here he is!" 
That's when | realized what had 
happened — how stupid | was! 
Thank God | had misplaced my 
purse. As| put my head back on 
the pillow after the excitement had 
died down and the thief had been 





taken away by the police, | 
thought, "What would have hap- 
penedif| had given the purse away? 
He would have escaped by now.” 


he next morning, after break- 
fast, as | was sitting at my 
window seat enjoying the 
scenery, the train suddenly stop 
ped. An hour later, it continued 
its journey. This time, someone 
had pulled the chain because a 
bag had fallen out of the window. 
As the train pulled into Bangalore 
East, | picked up my luggage and 
got down. 
A voice behind me called, 
“Hello! How was your journey? 
turned to see my uncle. "Oh 
uncle!” | exclaimed, "I can't wait 
to tell you 














Ajita R., aged 13, Bombay 94 
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SUMMER POSTER ‘ARE YOUR PAREN 


FATHER : — 


HOW WEL DO YOU =~ 
KNOW YOUR PARENTS? 


PARENTS CAN BE FRIENDLY, SCARY, STRICT, 
‘OR JUST GOOD OLD APPA AND AMMA, 
THERE IN YOURTIME OF NEED. 

BUT HOW WELL DO YOU KNOW THEM? 
ANSWER THE QUESTIONS IN THIS POSTER. 












ronan! cents 
FORTHE ANSWERS! asx? 
pen 
poe 
" pares! 
SAK a 
won : 
WHAT AREYOUR PARENTS: FAVOURITE COLOURS! 
FATHER: — — 


| 


DO YOUR PARENTS HAVE A SWEET TOOTH OR DO THEY PREFER. 


HOT STUFFS! 


—— 





SHOW THIS POSTERTO YOUR PARENTS AND GIVEYOURSELF 
A POINT FOR EVERY CORRECT ANSWER. 


120 — IS MARKS ; GOOD!YOUSHAREA CLOSE RELATIONSHIP 
WITH YOUR PARENTS. 


15 — 10 MARKS : YOU ARE FAIRLY OBSERVANT. TRY TO. 
LEARN MORE ABOUT YOUR PARENTS. 


10 — $ MARKS : YOU DONT KNOW MUCH ABOUT YOUR 
PARENTS, 00 YOU! TIME TO HAVE A TALK WITH THEM! M. PRAVEEN, AGED 13, 


PONDICHERRY - I! 








[ EXPERIENCE _ 


was very bored during the 
ummer holidays, So, when 
Tread in the newspaper that 
there was a selection going on 
for the under-15 girl's state 
cricket team, I decided to partici 
pate. 
| Ididn't know anything about 
| the game, except what I had seen 
jon T.V. But I tried my best and 
| was selected for the state team! 
A photograph of the Tamilnadu 
under-15 state team was pub: 
lished in a Tamil newspaper, 












i 


was thrilled. I told everybody I 
knew about my being in the 
cricket team. 


he first match was to be 

played at Kolar, Kar- 
nataka, It was an inter-state 
cricket tournament. On the 
second of May, we travelled by 
the Brindavan Express to 
Bangalore, and from there, to 
Kolar by bus. We underwent 
rigorous practice. 

The next day, we played 
against Andra Pradesh 
and lost. We were 
teased and made fun 
of. But we didn't lose 
hope. Our next match 


{ET! 


)\ was against Chandi- 
}| garh. But the team 


}} 
HI 








and we had a 
Hy} ‘walk-over'. Then 
/ we played against 
}} Goa and won. 

/ The next day, we 
J// returned to Madras. 
(// Allof us were proud of 
// our winning match for 
Ywe had had just a week's 
practice for it. 











ethi, aged 15, 





Madras. 


failed to arrive,| 











A JAPANESE TALE 


Based. 














any years ago, there lived in 

Japan a young farmer. 

Though poor, he worked hard 
in his small farm for long hours and 
lived cheerfully with his meagre 
income. 

One day, at the peak of a severe 

winter storm, he was returning home 
from his farm. He heard a sob from 
the nearby bushes ~ 
onthe roadside. He = SS 
moved slowly towards 
the bushes and found a b 
crippled crane lying on the 
ground, There were 
drops of blood over 
the grass. The 
birdmighthave 
been wounded 
ina fight with 
another one, 
thought the young man. 
He picked up the crane gent- 
ly and carried the bird home, 
after covering it with his 
coat. 

He spent several days and 
nights of the cold winter, 
nursing the wounded crane. 
Finally, when the bird regain- 
ed its normal health, he set 
the crane free. He watched 
happily, as the bird flew 
away. 





Jom 
FAD DY 


year later, on a similar cold, 
stormy winter night, the young 
man heard a knock on his door. 
Opening the door of his cottage, he 
was surprised to see a beautiful lady 
‘on the doorstep. She was 
shivering with cold. 
“| am lost,” 
said: the 
lady, "May | 
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seek shelter in your home until the 
stormis over?" 

“By all means,” he replied, ‘Please 
‘do come in and warm yourself by 
the fire." 

The lady entered his house. 

The storm continued for many days, 
and the young woman was unable to 
leave the house. Soon, they fellin love 
with each other, and were happily 


married. 


ne night, the wife told her 
husband, "if you permite, | 
can weave a special kind of cloth. This 
cloth can save us from the misery of 


The husband agreed reluctantly 
“But you must permit me to weave 


52 


the cloth secretly. You 
should also promise me 
that you will never look’ 
into the room where the 
cloth is being woven," 
she said. 
For many days, the 
young wife remained 
inside the room. Finally, 
when she came out, she 
was holding a long 
piece of a very beautiful 
cloth. The young man 
took it to the market, 
\ where it was sold for a 
very high price. 

The young woman, now began 
toweave more and more cloth. She 
would closet herself in the room for 
several days and come out holding 
a beautiful length of cloth. Soon, 
the couple became very rich. 





he young man began to get 
suspicious. “Howis she able to 
weave such beautiful cloth?” he 
wondered. Finally, he could not 
restrain himself any longer. He 
peeped into the room where his wife 
was weaving the cloth. All he saw’ 
was a beautiful white crane weaving 
cloth with its beak. Shocked and 
bewildered, the young man quickly 
shut the door. 





‘A few moments later, his wife ed into a beautiful white crane. Ait 
emergedfomtheroom. Her eyes were opened out its wings and flew out of 
_wetwith tears, the cottage, a feather 
"You have broken your promise,” fell at his feet. He 
she said, "Now, | can't weave picked up the 
anymore cloth. Yes. | am the feather and ran 
| crane you rescued last year. after the bird, It was 
| Lwilllove you always, but | just beginning to 


| mustleave you forever” snow. Holding the 
feather he looked up. He 


saw the white crane flying 
over his Then it was 

















owly, the wornan 
before him turn- 
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The tongue of an adult has about 
3,000 taste buds. 


‘The busiest airport of the world is 
the Chicago International Airport. 
One plane lands or takes-off every 
42.5 seconds. 


Each of us possesses one to two 
lakhs hairs on our head which grow 
at the rate of half an inch per month. 


The cuttlefish has three separate 
hearts. Two of these are placed at the 
base of the gills and serve to pump 









which pumps if to various org 
the body. 


A 
about 140 million years ago. i | 
In all countries except in India, we 
can see frogs which have transparen 
skins. They are called ’g 
A\ll the inner parts of the b 

visible through the skin. 

Melisha Noronha, aged 
Bangalore - 560 034 











‘son would perhaps just bend down and touch 
the king’s knees, The one who wanted some 
government contract would probably go 
down on his knees and touch the king’s feet 
But the man who wanted a minister's post 
or an honorary degree from the 
Jayabalpore University, was expected to 
fall flat on his face and hold the king's 
feet reverentiy, 


ven ministers made @ routine of 
prostrating themselves betor 
the king just to be on the safe 
side, Only Ganabadi, the 
minister for heavy 

industry, was 

exempted 





Ganabadi once 

very time King fell at the king's 

Jayabalan gave feetand then couldn't 
an audience to the get up. Some soldiers 
public, the people were called, and they ted 
Were supposed to to it Ganabadi, but couldn't, 
prostrate themselves So, more soldiers were sent 
before him. Some for and they joined together 
just knelt down and and heaved and pulled and 
touched his knees. yanked at the heavy minister 
Others measured for several minutes before they 
their full length on could put him on his feet, Since then, 
the ground and Ganabadi was not allowed even to bend before 
grovelled at the theking, for it might again cause a lot of rouble. Buty yy 
king's feet no one else was exempted 

itall depended on 
the kindof favours _/\yalaa, the minster oF oeign afi, cid not 
they wanted from /\ like this custom. He had travelled abroad and 
him. The man _ visited many advanced countries. Nowhere had he 
wanting a job for his_come across such a practice 
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BALAN STORY, 





‘Ayalaan expressed his views one day to 
Varisumai, the finance minister. “This is barbaric, 
he said, “Other nations are laughing at us." 
‘What can we do about it?" Varisumai asked 
‘Who is to tell the king that it should be stopped?” 
‘You and |, who else? 
Both of us may lose our heads," said 
Varisumai, “The king likes 


people falling at his feet. 
fanyay, et tk 
spl) fy sald Ayalaan 
So the next 
day the te 
Y Tra ing on ts 
nae te 


to him about it 
moment they 

















had spoken there was a 
storm of protest, not from 
the king, but from 
Sigainasam, the home 
minister, Janwarappa, 
the minister for animal 
welfare, and Solmannan, 
the minister for publicity. 
"How can you ever 
think of such a thing! 
Sigainasam thundered. 
Even animals show 
respect to their leaders, 
said Janwarappa 
"By falling at their 
feet?” Varisumai asked 
sarcastically 
'Whena lion appears, 

















all the other animals just vanish from 
the scene,” said Janwarappa 

“Probably because they don’t 
want honorary doctorates,” Ayalaan 
said, 


olmannan, who was famous for 

his oratory, rose and cleared his 
throat. “The question here, Ladies 
and Gentlemen... oh, 1am sorry... no 
ladies here. Well, Gentlemen, lend 
me your ears. | have come to praise 
this ancient custom, while you want 
to bury it. Ayalaan is an honourable 
man. So is Varisumai, They are all 
honourable men, They don't want 
our king to get the proper respect, 
and yet they are honourable men. 
Abolish the custom? Maybe 
tomorrow. Or tomorrow and 
tomorrow and tomorrow. Not today, 
‘And may that morrow never come, 
and...” 

"Tomorrow will never come for you 
if you go on this way.” the king 
snapped, “Sit down or I'l have you 
hanged by your tongue. 
Solmannan subsided without any 
further word 

At that point Ganabadi came in, 
and hearing the argument, put 
forward his opinion. “Of course, all 
subjects should prostrate 
themselves before the king.” 

"How about you?” Ayalaan asked, 

“No, no,” the king said hastily, 
“Every time Ganabadi falls at my feet 
it becomes a national emergency.” 
Ganabadi grinned foolishly and said 
no more. 

“The king is the representative of 
God," said Sigainasam, "He should 





be worshipped. Ifyou both insiston 
abolishing the custom you may be 
charged with treason." 

“Easy now, Sigainasam," said 
Ganabadi, “I am sure Ayalaan and 
Varisumai mean well. 

yes,” said Ayalaan, "We just 
wanted our country to be more 
advanced, not backward.” 

"Yes, lunderstand,” said the king, 
“But people kneel before me 
because they love me. And | love 
people kneeling before me.” 

Sigainasam glared at Ayalaan 
and Varisumai, and deliberately fell 
before the king and touched his feet. 
Janwarappa and Solmannan rushed 
toimitate him. Even Ganabadi made 
an attempt to kneel, but the king 
stopped him with a gesture 

So that was that. 


yalaan and Varisumai went 

out. "Worship indeed!" huffed 
Varisumai when they were out of 
earshot of the king. "Maybe we 
should break a coconuton his head.” 

“It wouldn't affect him much, for 
there is nothing much to be affected 
in his head,” said Ayalaan. 

But the custom of falling at the 
king's feet came to a sudden end in 
a few days without any effort on the 
part of Ayalaan of Varisumai 

This is how it happened 

It was on the occasion of the 
king’s birthday which fell on the first 
day of the fourth month. Large 
crowds had gathered in the palace 
grounds to greet the king 

The king was beaming as he 
wished his subjects with his palms 
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put together. Sigainasam and 
several others garlanded him. The 
people clapped and cheered. "Long 
live the king,” the crowd yelled 
Hooray! Hip-hip-hooray! 


°y"  ingtogo tne King’s feet. Anyone doing so 
|__ Theministers urged the king 99 would be prosecuted and tried for 
overtothe banquet hallforthe grand Yoon 


birthday dinner. They were running 


behind schedule. 

Gone king briskly set out for the 
venue of the celebration. And 

as he was walking, a farmer from a 

village who wanted some favour 


happy about it 





magic. 
treatment for nine days! 


returned to public life, a proclamation 
was made that no one was to fall at 


said Varisumai, 





suddenly fell at his feet 
The king who had not 
xpected this, tripped 
over the farmer and 
crashed to the 
ground on his 
stomach with a 
resounding thump that 
hook the entire palace. 
The villager vanished as if by 
The king had to take 





‘And when he recovered and 


So that was the end of the custom. 
Ayalaan and Varisumai were very 


It all ended as we wanted it to," 
‘Trip-trip-hooray! 


JANAKAN 
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[LETS OPEN THE Boor, 
| GO IN AND 
Look AROUND. 


THE ELEPHANT 
tas OPENES THE DOOR | 
OWE -TREAGURE OOM: ) el 
LET'S SNEAK INSIDE WHEN | 

TiS NaT LOOKING. 





AFTER THAT STUPID 

ELEPHANT LEAVES, KE 

SAN ESCAPE WITH THE 
TREASURE! 
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TORIES FROMOUR READERS 


your head? 

oshan and Reetu never Your head? 

helped around at home WHAT?" Reetu was 
astonished 


Their mother would ask ; Seen 
them to answer the telephone or ey oe ee Ye | 
the doorbell, but they never did ex i kes Sse eaa 
it, They would be too busy Beata SI Sen 

hing television or reading alu 
warening te a Hmm," said granny, “So | 


books. : 
‘One atterncon, the brother ‘ust tell you the story of the king 
ra he who grew horns on his head 


and sister returned home © 
their exams and cried, and granny began a story. 


“Granny! Granny! Tell us a 

story! 

Their grandmother 

‘came out of her room 
‘What? Back so 

soon?" she asked 

















Many years ago, a king ruled 
a very wealthy and prosperous 






‘Oh, yes!” said 
Roshan, “The exams 
were so easy. | did 
well 

| did well too,” said 
Reetu proudly, “I will be 
first in class this time 





Reetu,” said 
granny slowly, “Have 
you grown horns on 


very proud 
of his looks, and indeed, he 
had reason to, for he was 
an extremely handsome 
‘man. 

Wherever he went, he 
would look at his 















in mitrors, pools of water, and 
even in other people's eyes, 
when he spoke to them 
Because of this obsession of 
his, he often forgot to do 
important things. Soon, his 
kingdom became poor, and his 
subjects were very unhappy. 
But the king never bothered 

about anything but his looks. 
One day, he told his minister, 

‘Look at me. | am more 
handsome than any gandharva* 
or god. 





Uhtortunately for him, a 
passing god overheard him 
and was furious. He entered 
the palace at once and 
shouted, “You proud king! 





* that again! 


‘May you grow homs 
on your head! 
And to his great 
dismay, the king 
removed his 
crown to find 
that he 

had horns 
growing 
out of 
his head. And the| 
god had vanished| 
100, 

Now the king 
avoided looking 
into mirrors. 
And his pre- 

with his looks 

decreased. He ruled the 

kingdom better and began to 

0 his subject 
ingdom grew 

prosperous once again. 


R and Reetu were silent. 
‘Now tell me Reetu, do you 
have horns or not? 
| did have horns, granny,” 
Reetu laughed, "And I promise 
that I'l never make boastful, 
over-confident remarks like 


















woes. 






on the ki 





var 








Reema Shetty, 
Std. VI, National Public 

School, 
Bangalore, 








“celestial being 
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STORIES RI 
nce, Indra, the lord of the devas, 
oO asked Vishwakarma, the 
celestial sculptor to build the biggest 
palace ever seen, for him. The work 
‘went on for thousands of years, but the 


palace stil remained incomplete. The 
‘workers soon became tired. 

Devarishi Narada once passed that 
way. A proud Indra showed him his 
palace and asked him, * 
ever seen anything so big?” 

“No,” replied Narada, “I have not 
‘seen anything so huge. 

As they walked on, they came 































‘across Sage Lomesar, the Chiranjeevi 
oF immortal. Indra was surprised 10 
see him seated under a tree, wearing 
just a piece of cloth and a cap. 

‘You are immortal, O sage,” sad 
Indra, “Yet, you have no house or 
belongings?" 

"OQ Indra,” the sage replied 
“Nothing is permanent in this world, 
When all the hair on my body fall, 100, 
will have to leave my mortal remains 
and die, And that day is not far off 
too. One day of Brahma’s is equal to 
the lifetime of sixteen Indras. When 
hundred such years roll away, even 
Brahma has to die. Then, one hair of 
‘mine falls. Do you want 
me to own something for 
such a short period?" 

Indra bowed humbly 
before the sage anc 









walked away 
thoughtfully. 

iW even this Chiranjeevi thinks that 
his lifetime is short.” thought Indra, 





“How short my lifetime is! What a short 
time itis to own such a huge palace. 
Perhaps | might even die before itis: 
completed. 


‘Anonymous 
There was no name or address 
‘accompanying this story. Readers, 
please remember to give your name, 
‘age, and complete address when you 
Ed 


‘send contributions to us. 








‘Q.: What illness do retired pilots get? 
A: Flat 





V. Vishnupri 
Madurai- 10. 




















ING CROSSWORD 


: 
Here are some 

clues to help you 

guess the names of 

some popular 

Indian dances. 

| Write the names in 

| the crossword grid 

| below. 





{.Tamilnadu’s famous 
dance 

2. Kerala steps to this 
dance 

| 3.This dance belongs 
| to Uttar Pradesh 

4, Manipur's well- 
known dance 

5.This dance comes 

| from Andhra 

6. Orissa’s graceful 
dance 





Kirti S., aged 12, 
| Balrampur-271 201 


{] Solution on page 73 

























































































[STORIES RETOLD BY READERS 


al 








he Pandavas, Kunti and 
Draupadi, were living in the 
forest, when Krishna visited them. 
“You look tired, lord,” said 





* EXPERIENCE 


T his happened when 
| was in the eighth 


standard. We were living in 


Madras then. One night, when we 
were 


all asleep, we were 


STERY C. 


Draupadi, ‘Why don't you have a 
bath?” Krishna agreed. 
Draupadi asked Arjuna to 
bring some firewood, and Bhima, 
to bring a pot of 





water. 
Draupadi lit the 
fire and placed 
the pot on it 


Ten minutes 
later, she dipped a 
finger into the water 
to test the heat 


The water was 








awakened by a long 
ring of the calling bell. Suddenly, 
the current went off, and there was 
lightning, heavy rain and wind 
outside. 

My father went to the door with 














“Wait for ten minutes, O 
Krishna,” she said, The water is, 
yet to boil 


utto her amazement, ten 

minutes later, the water in the 
pot was still cold. Draupaci, 
Bhima and Arjuna wer 
astonished, But Krishna only 
[smiled 











“Tilt the pot, O 
Bhima,” he said. 
Bhima did so. A frog leapt 
out of the pot and hopped 
away. 

The three on-lookers 
understood. It was Krishna's way 
of protecting the frog from being 
boiled alive. 


R. Sindhuja, aged 10, 
Bangalore - 560 071 








‘torch, Nobody was there. Some 
time later, the electricity came on 
again, and the calling bell began to 
ring again, continuously. This time, 
my father, armed with an umbrella, 
went to the door and shouted, 
“Who is there?"’ There was no 
reply, nor did we find anybody. All 
of us were really frightened. 

The next morning, my father 


was at the electrical shop 
explaining the incident, when 
somebody else said it had 


happened at his house too. 

“It's probably due to the 

pressure of the wind,”’ said the 
electrician. Who knows? 

N. Vidya, std IX, 

Cotton Hill School, 

Trivandrum. 











s summer 




















PHOTO.FEATURE 


Yipee! It” 












Tall trees, 
‘entangled kites... 


sa and balloons full of air! 





‘Summer afternoons 
spent with friends, 

| They are days 

without care! 
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© you know how the thistle noise. 

became the national flow Now, the thistle, a little thorny 
of Scotland? The British once plant, grows in abundance in 
waited to invade Scotland. They Scotland. It pricked the British 
decided to creep on the Scotts soldiers’ feet, making them 
unawares. They removed their scream aloud in pain. The 
sleeping Scottish soldiers 


LNW) were awakened by these 


cries, and 


SS By vere alert 

















DAE Bue 


ed. They defended their 
country bravely against 
the British and won! 

To honour the thistle 
for protecting their land, the 





Scots named it their national 
flower. 
Jayendran, std IV, 
and walked softly through the Bell Mat. School, 
woods, determined not to make Tirunelveli. 




















a Indian immigration Official: Name? 
Chinese (proudly) : Sneeze. 
Official (looking curious) : Is that your 
Chinese name? 
‘Chinese : No, that's my English name. 
(Official : What's your chinese name? 
‘Chinese : Ah Choo! 

















M. Noble, 
Madras - 30. 














‘BEGINNINGS: 











ecorded music has turned the 
R«: ropsytuy, Gare ath 
days when huge funnel-shaped 
speakers had to be accomodated in the 
house, and the handles o 
had to be wound up manually, to mab 


SOUND 





Edison in the year 

1877. It was a very 

crude one, as the \. 
sound waves were 
recorded on strips of 
paper soaked in parafin. 

A steel stylus was used to 
reproduce music from thestip. Ayear | 
later, Edison replaced the 
paper strips with thin 
sheets of tinfoil 






A wax oyinder was 
found to be better than 

fol, and Edison 
replaced it in 1886. But 

the first flat and circular 
gramaphone record 5” in 
ciameter, was introduced by 
Emife Berliner in the year 1888. 


the 





i 
records sing! This is the 4 
age of wakmans' and 
‘compact discs. 
‘The first phono- 
graph was invent- 
edby Thomas Alva A 


Four years later, Berliner developed the 
Master Disc’. This revolutionised the 


production of records. Earier, singers had 
to repeat the song for each individual 
recording. With’the Master Disc, it was 
possible to produce several copies of the 
record on vulcanised rubber. This paved the 
way for the mass production of music 
records. 






‘e 





nthe year 1895, rubber 

discs were replaced 
by discs made of shelac. 
Thirty years later, the 
first microphone was 
developed in 1925. Inthe 
‘same year, the U.S. Victor 
Talking Machine Com- 
pany released the first 
electrically produced 
disc. 

LP, Records or the 
‘Long Playing’ records 
ccame into being in 1948, 
They were made of 
plastic. Each record 
‘could play for 45 minutes 
—both sides included. 

All these years the 
sound syste was mono, 
and all the sounds 
emerged from a single 
speaker. The ‘stereo’ 
system wit two speakers, 
separated by distance, 

















added depth and quality to music. in the year 1 
the first stereo records were marketed in the U.S.A. 
and Britain 

The Stereo System later gave birth to the ‘Quadraphcrnic 
System’. Four separate sound signals could be recorded and 
replayed from the record disc. | 





he sound of music took a new form with the arvel of | 
the video. Now you could listen to a song as well 
as see the singer. This in turn gave birth tothe creation | 
of fascinating light display and the visucl] 
hallucinations on film, like you see on the MTV or (V)| 
Channels. | 
The latest arrival in the world of recorded music is | 
the C.D. or the ‘Compact Disc’. It measures just 4.7 
across, and is made of aluminium. The Compact Di 
is played with a special laser stylus, which does 1ct| 
touch the surface of the disc. Hence the quality of 
sound is the purest and also the nearest to the origina 
Another added advantage is that it is not affected by 
scratches or dust onthe di | 
What more is to come in the world of music? Could | 
it be a halographic three-dimensional pro} af] 
your favourite singer into your drawing room? Only tin2} 
can tell! | 
VISALAKSHI RAMANI 

















The clerk 3 the post office counter 
told the little gir, "You have to put 
another stamp on this letter Its too 
heaw. 

“And that will make it lighter?” she 
asked. 


Teacher 
without hens 


ifthe 
‘Please explain yoursel : 
tid he teach 


He keeps ducks", came: 


P 


You canna 
OF get eges 


dear boy," 


the reply 


Santosh. 8. Nair 
Thane - 421 202, 


Se 































































































INDIGN RYTHMS 





BANANA 


CUSTARD 1 








How to make it: 


You nee Blend th tard di 

nd the custard powder, 
es winked sugar and a little cold milk to 
Milk make a smooth paste. Then boil 
Vania Bunun the rest of the milk and pour over 


Us). Gere 


Buttery, butterty, 

Fiying high, fying high, 
Flying up and fying low, 
‘And going up into the sky. 


Dear flower, dear flower, 
Waiting for the butterfly. 
Waiting from moming, 
Tit comes by. 


R. Preethi, aged 10, 


Madros-20. 





the paste. Mix it well, 
and put it on the fire to 
boil. Stirit continuously. 
Add vanilla essence for 
flavour. See if the custard 
coats the back of a 
wooden spoon. When 
the custard is done, allow 
it to cool. Then place it 
in the fridge for a couple 
of hours, 

Mash the bananas 
and sprinkle a few drops 
of lime juice over them, 
so that they retain their 
colour and don’t become 
dark 

Serve the mashed 











bananas top| 
generous helping of 
custard. 
Sandhya Sarathy, 
aged 13, 
PS. Senior 
Secondary School, 
Madras. 


ed by a 








A FESTIVAL 
STORY 


mma and 
Mike walked 
down the stairs 
It was a Friday 
morning, but the 
schools were 
[closed for Easter. 
Michael was @ 
good boy and he 
loved school and 
studies, but holi 
days were 
special days 
when he could 
spend time with his 
parents. 

Mike had lots of 
friends too, Mike, 
Fahim and Naresh 
were classmates, 
and they all stayed at 
Sunrise Apartments. 
JOn the ground floor, re 
Fahim and Naresh were 4, Toen0 
already waiting with their 
arms {ull of boards and dice tor 


indoor games. Soon Abirami, 
Naresh's kid sister joined in. As 
they all settled under large tree for 
la game of ‘Ludo’ Amma waved 


|goodbye and left for shopping 
Murugan, the watchman, looked FOR 


lon as the game progressed. He 
asked the three friends why they 
had a holiday that day. “Today is 
Good Friday," piped up Mike, with 
an answer, “The day Jesus died. 




















“why do you then say Good?’ 
Fahim asked Mike. Puzzled, Mike 
shrugged his shoulders, “We'll ask 
[Amma when she returns, 


s Mrs, Samuel entered 


the compound with groceries. 
and vegetables, four little pairs of 
feet ran to welcome her. What 


was up, she 
wondered, Was it 
a fight or had 
someone got 
\\ hurt? A barrage 
-\ of questions 
were shot at her. 
‘Come up, into 
the house," she 
said, "I'll tell 
you.” 

rN Astheymade 
7 themselves comfortable 
around the dining table, Mrs, 
‘e* Samuel brought out the large 
Children’s Bible. She turned to the 
New Testament where the story cf 
Jesus is told, She showed them the 
picture of Jesus on the cross, a 
crown of thorns on his head, blood 
dripping from his head, hands and 
legs. “How cruel,” said Fahim. 
“Mean,” pipedin Naresh, 
=| and Abi was in tears. 
“Ma, but why do we call 
this day Good?" asked 
Mike, “And why did 

they kill Jesus?” 
Jesus died for 
our sins. He loved 
us so much that he 
took on himself our 
punishment.” Jus' 
then, Mrs. Fazil 
came over to take 
Fahim home. Ane | 
the little party 
broke up. In the 
afternoon, Mike 
and his parents 
went for the 
Good Friday 














service in Church. It was a long 
service, but Mike enjoyed it. Deep 
inside he was saying, “Thank You 
Jesus for dying forme. | like you 


very much. 


n Saturday morning, the 
gang gathered in Mike's 
home, After a cool drink, the 


Easter story began. “Easter is the 
day Jesus came back to life,” said 
mother. “But where is he?” asked 
Abirami, “Jesus now lives in 
heaven,” said Amma, "And when 
we pray, he listens tous.” Mike was 
excited, but he did not understand 
what Easter had to do with eggs 
|—Easter eggs. 

| “Eqgs symbolise new life,” said 
| Amma, as she brought out a basket 
lof egg shells and a box full of 
paints, “Easter eggs remind us of 
Jour new life with Jesus, 








| will try to be good.’: 





As the litle artists worked on the 
eggs, Amma went about her 
chores. She was getting ready the 
Easter cake, arranging Easter lilies 
in vases, and packing little 
surprises for the gang. 
on Easter Sunday, Mike jumped 
up from bed, "The Lord is 
Risen,” he said. “He is risen 
indeed,” his parents said in unison, 
holding out his Easter basket. 
There was a Bible verse sticker, @ 
cross ‘pendant and a lovely 
bookmark. “Thank you very 
much,” said Mike, beaming. 

This year, the Easter service was 
meaningful for little Mike. Back, 
home he took sweets for his 
friends, and together they went to 
‘Murugan, to give him some sweets 
too. 





SHOBA RANJITSINGH 
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uthu was a gardener in 
Dr.Ramanujam’s farmhouse. 
‘Twenty-year-old Muthu had been 
working there for the past one year. 
Sixty-year-old Ramanujam was 


BLP 


a Virologist. He 
was a bachelor 
and had 
devoted all his 
life to research, 

‘One day by 
chance, Muthu 
happened to see 
Ramanujam with a 
glittering stone in his hand. The 
scientist was observing it with a 
lens. The white stone was as big 
‘as a walnut. Muthu thought it was 
a diamond, and decided to steal 
it. 







ix months passed, but Muthu 
S sate opportunity to teal tne 
stone, 

One day, early in the morning, 
Muthu was watering plants near the 
lab. Jo his great delight he found 
the lab door open. The lab was 
empty. He found the box containing 
the stone on a table and opened 
it. He took the stone in his hand — 
how beautiful it was. Suddenly, he 
heard.a noise. 





Frightened out of his wits, he 
popped the stone into his mouth. 
It slipped into his throat, and into 
his stomach! Shaken, Muthu ran 
‘out of the lab and into his room in 





the servant's quarters. 
‘What shall | do?” Muthu 
wondered, “How can | get the 
diamond out of my stomach? I'll 
wait for it to come out through my 
digestive system, | guess!" 

What Muthu thought about the 
stone was wrong. It was not a 
diamond as he had thought itto be. 
It was a capsule containing a very 
dangerous virus, This virus would 
attack the cells in the body, absoro 
all the water, destroy the cell walls, 
and come out of the victim's body. 
Itvias a deadly virus, sure to kill in 
seven days! And Muthu was its first 
victim 


| tester the capsule 
reached Muthu's stomach, its 


outer wall dissolved in the 








unis 
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digestive fluid, and the virus was 
released. There was some half 
digested food in Muthu’s stomach 
Through that, the virus soon spread 
to the rest of his body, and began 
destroying the cells. 

Muthu didn't know this. He felt 
funny, and he ate a slice of bread 
Unable to eat it fully, he gave the 
rest of itto his pet cat. Now, the cat 
too was infécted by the virus! 








Muthu fell into a deep sleep. 
Suddenly he was woken up by 
another servant, “Master has called 
Us all into his chamber,” the servant 
told him 


&6@ omebody has stolen a 

S capsule of deadly virus, 
It looks like a stone," Dr. Rama- 
nujam told his servants, “It is very 
dangerous. The infected person 
is sure to die, and once he dies, 
the rest of us will be infected and 









ae 





we'll die t00. 

‘Muthu was stunned. 

He fell at his master’s feet and 
begged him to save his life. 
Shocked, Ramanujam sat with his 
hands upon his head, The virus 
was so deadly, that once it began 
to spread, none would be spared 
If no cure was found soon, all 
the living creatures in the world 
would die 

Three days passed. Muthu 
was becoming weaker and 
weaker, Dr. Rama- 
nujam noticed that 


Muthu's cat 
seemed to be 
infected too, 


nthe evening of the 
third day,-Rama 
nujam saw the cat. It 
was looking healthy 
and well 
Muthu, Ramanujam 
was surprised. It 
wandered onto the lawn 
and began chewing at 
some blades of grass. 
Ramanujam caught it 











and examined it. He even did a 
blood test. He founda chemical in 
Hits blood-stream that was 

destroying the virus! And suddenly 
it struck him, The grass. It was 
the blades of grass! 

He ran to Muthu with a fistfull of 
grass and asked him to eat it 
Muthu was too weak to argue, He 
chewed up the grass and 
swallowed it. In a week, he had 
recovered and was well again! The 
chemicals in the grass had saved 
his life. 

Ramanujam heaved a sigh of 
relief. “The world was saved by 
blades of grass,” he muttered. 


SEETHA NARASIMHAN 


























Dear Editor, 

@ Itis quite a common 

sight to see young children of 

our age struggle hard to get one 
square meal a day. We see even 
small children of the age group of 
4-8 slog like bullocks, but get 
nothing, Children, the future 
citizens of our motherland, are 
being brutally exploited, Most of 
them are exploited due to their 
innocence andiliteracy. | know we 
cannot provide shelter and food to 
all these helpless destitute 


children, but | have written this to 





arouse an awarness among the 
readers that all of us can atleast 
help in educating the illiterate, and 
make tomorrow a better place. Our 
policy should be ‘Each one teach 


cate 


Chaithra 
Lakshmanan, aged 14, 

Sri Aurobindo Memorial School, 
Bangalore - 70. 


Dear Editor, 
| am supporting 


all those who 
have written against cruelty 
animals in the previous issues of 
this magazine. Recently, the 
People for Animals (PFA) protested 
in front of thé Jumbo Circus in 
Madras. Let humans perform 
tricks to entertain adults and 
children alike — let's stop 
harassing animals. We should 
stop pestering our parents to takes 
us to circuses henceforth 
H. Rajiv, aged 12, 
Madras - 88. 






Dear Editor, 

) This is with reference to G 
Saurabh's letter in the February 96 
issue. It is a pity that nobody 


seems to remember our freedom 
fighters. But in this materialistic 
world, where money is everything, 
who has the time to remember our 
freedom-fighters? 

R. Anusha, Bombay - 77. 





BEST LETTER 


Dear Editor, 

j Ithink that the root cause for the 
present corruption in various fields, 
is the lack of emphasis given to 


moral values in our education 
system. Right from L.K.G. a child 
is told again and again that one day 
he will become a big doctor or 
engineer, and earn lots of money. 
‘Money’ is the word that gets 
recorded in his mind. In schools, 
the brave histories of our patriotic 
fore-tathers are given in the form 
of lifeless essays, which are to be 
blindly memorised and poured out 
‘onthe answer paper. The students 
don't attempt to understand them 
to get the ‘feel’ the stories. So, 
money becomes important to them. 
Moral values don’t count for a 
paisa. How many schools invite 
freedom fighters or social servants 
to preside over important 
functions? Over 90% invite only 
collectors, police officers and other 
ig shots’ and of all the people — 
film producers and actors too! This 
has become a sign of prestige for 
the school. But what about the 
effect of such people on the 
students? Don't you think it's time 
we did something about it and kill 
corruption at the root? 

Rashmi Rajagopal, Madras - 40. 





APRIL 


FOOL! 


CNone of the animals get the rabbit! 
Fooled you, didn’t we? 
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+ AS HOMING 
4 DEVICE 


ritish scientists have 
developed an ultra-small 
homing device thet can 
be attached to killer 
insects such as the 
"Tse-Tse' fly and the 
locust, to enable 
their swarms to be 
tracked and destroy 
ed. 
The antenna, weighing just 


BALLET SHOES" g new — 


Batiet shoes worn by the world's most 

celebrated balet partnership, RudoNueyey BIKE 
and Margot Fonteyn, were sold for £ 1,438 
at a London auction. 

The two pairs of satin slippers were sold” : 
on January 30,1996, by a former theatre _ invented a new bike that 
dresser, wh was given them in 1963 by a Will go forward even 
frien who worked at the Royal Opera House, when pedalled backward, 
where Fonteyn and Nureyev danced, ‘The backward- pedalling 
Russian-born Nureyev dled in 1993, twoyears function reduces fatigue 

after Fonteyn, who Was and allows the rider to 
nearly twenty years his 












A south Korean 
manufacturer has 


exercise more muscles, 














aanick ‘Mr. Yoo Won Sang of 

MBI Company in 
‘Chumgjov City said. 
The user can also set the 

ce so-called'Super-Gear’ 
to pedal forward to ride 
like all other bicycles, 

L\ AS 

















already been tested 
successfully on bees 
by a team led by 
Professor Joe Riley 
of the National 
Resources Institute 
at Malvern, western 
England. 

Using aircraft gui- 
dance technology, the system 
which took twenty years to develop, 
was originally conceived to trace 
swarms of locusts. But the devices 
were miniaturised still further at the 
request of scientists in Zimbabwe, 
who wanted to use it on the Tse- 
Tse fly. 


KNOW?! 


© That General Mikhail 
Kalashnikov of Russia had invented 
the famous ‘AK-47’ rifle? 


© That the longest pastry in the 
‘world was an apple strudel made in 
1990 in New South Wales in 
Australia? It was an amazing 615 
metres long! 


@@ That the first electric toaster 
appeared in 1909? It consisted of 
bare wires around strips of mica, 
which is a type of silicone, and is 








S 


The Tse-Tse fly causes sleeping 
sickness and makes large areas of 
Africa uninhabitable. General 
spraying with insecticide has 
proved to be costly, not very 
effective, and potentially harmful to 
the environment. 

Dr. Riley's team will soon be off 
to Zimbabwe to try out the homing 

device. 


found in India. The modern 
toaster is very different. It has special 
{rips to adjust to even the biggest 
slice and microchip technology 
allows one to toast his own bread 
the way he likes it 




















Dear Grandma Worm, 
Thave a five-year-old sister who is given 
«alot of attention at home. Lfeet I don’ get 
‘much love from my parents these days. 1 
fee that my parents are my best friends. And 
“feel left out, When I ell hem this, they tll 
‘me that they love me very much. But don 
think so 
Rajeshwari, aged 12. 
Dear Rajeshwari, 

You obviously have a very good 
relationship with your parents. Your only 
problem seems to be your envy of the 
attention your little sister gets from them. 
‘Try not to compare between your sister and 
yourself. Your parents love you (why do 
you disbelieve that?), and they love your 
Sister too. They show it in different ways 
that’s all. You love your sister too — let her 
enjoy the attention from your parents. Itis 
‘good that you discuss your problems with 
your parents — keep it that way! 





Dear Grandma Worm, 

My family recently shifted to Delhi from 
Madras as my father had a transfer. I don't 
have any friends in school. Ifeel very lonely. 
Please help me. 

Indira, aged 

Dear Indira, : 

Play it coo! — it takes 
time to make good friends, 
Occupy yourself with some 
‘good hobbies and activities 
outside school. Join a 
painting oF a music class or 
some sports coaching class. 
Friends need not be from 
school alone. 


Dear Grandma Worm, 
T have a friend who 
threatens not to talk to me 
if I don't do what he 
wants. He's my best 
friend and I don't 
































want 10 ose him. What shall 1 do? 
IMtekhar Ahsan, Calcutta, 
Dear Iftekhar, 

A faiend is somebody who understands. 
you and who is fond of you. Threats do not 
form the basis for any friendship. Try talking 
to your friend and make him understand that 
you feel uncomfortable when he behaves 
that way. If he doesn’t, 1 am afraid this 
friendship is not for you. 


Po my PARENts cove 
ME, GRanpmp? 








GRANDMA W 


HOS PAGES, 








Dear Grandma Worm, 


Thave a bad habit, 1 bite my nails often 
Hove can I stop this? 
B, Meera, Std. VI, Salem and 








‘Aparna S. Kumar, aged 11, 
‘Trivandrum. 
Dear Aparna and Meera, 
Most of us, some time or other 
through this “biti 3c". You have 
to consciously put a stop to it — there's no 








other way. Tell your parents to buy you 
Tike a bok 

if you stop biti 

Think of that ‘peize” every time your 

fingers go wo your mouth, Your habit 

soon stop. (Remember, you don't 

prize until your nails loose their 

‘and appear neat and well-kept!) 


something your really want 
‘or a new dress 








Dear Grandma Worm, 
1am studying in the IX sta 
fam not growing tall at all 

feet tall. Please help me 
Z. Sunil, aged 15, Goa 


nl but 
Tam just fou 





Dear Grandma Worm, 

We are inthe eighth standard and we are 

tall —$'.7" and S:3". Evervb 
What can we do? 

Priya and Preeth 

Dear Sunil, Priya and Preethi 

Height, appearance, face and 


dy teases us. 





Bangal 











what we inherit from our parents. So what 


MY 











PARENTS 
LOVE ME? 


if you are short or tall. Ignore all teasing — 
they are not worth reacting to. Feel proud 
that you are good students and are doing well 
Other people’s remarks and 
worth only what they mean to 










in studies. 





opinions 2 


Dear Grandma Worm, 





Tam unab 
Can you tell me what to do? 
B, Sneha, Hubli - $80 020, 


to get up early in the 





Dear Sneha, 
Buy an alarm clock! 


a Worm, 
ts warch tele 
Thave 


torstudy, the television ison as 


vision alot, Even whe 





sual, 1 am unable 





rentrate- Hove and respect 





‘my parents, and Ihave told them 


ped. 


‘my problem, but their te 





watching hasn't sto 
What can Ido? 

Ayesha, Hyderabad. J 
Dear Ayesha, 


Yours not an uncomenon 


0) pp- 


problem. Television and 








in many homes, T suggest you 





an understanding friend or 
relative’s house to study for some time, 
When your parents realize that you need 






some quiet, they will 
definitely come around 
and help you out, 





you can ask your parents 
to help you study — 
make them ask you 
questions from your 
portions, which you 
hve finished studying. 


Love, 
Grandma Worm. 





HOLIDAY GAME 


GHosT! 


A. 0x summer 


right and the current 
has gone off? Here's the 
© © 4 perfect game to play. 
Gather a group of 
neighbours and begin 
the game! 
How to play it: 
AIL players should 
sit in a circle. Decide 
who'll start the game. 
The first player 
mentions one letter of 
the alphabet, say'R’. 
2.The object of the game is not to 
complete a word. So let's say the 
second player adds an‘O’ to the'R’. 
3.The third player says ‘D’. making 
the word ROD. But this word can be 
added on to. 
4.lf the fourth player says'E’ or'S’ 
he completes the word. Then he 
becomes 2 ghost" 


Rules : 

|.:Ghosts' cannot join in the game 
once they are out of it. But they can 
pass comments and ask questions, 

2.1f any of the players replies to 
any question that-a ‘ghost’ asks, he 
becomes a ‘ghost’ himself. So watch 
out! 

SANDY 


WHY TAKE , 
DISAPPOINTMENTS 


Once the-lats V.K. Kris 










¥ 
NSS 3 

















‘ost of us wonder, "Why am I here? 
[What am [ fit for?” etc. when we 
face problems and disappointments. We 
feel depressed when we receive low 
marks, and weep and feel guilty. How 
will we fare better if we allow 
ourselves to feel upset and 






angry? 

Never allow these disappointments 
to bother you. Overcome them. fot, you'll find that you can’t 
concentrate on the things around you. You feel confused and 
your mind will keep whirling. 

‘Then think of all those scientists and scholars who are slogging 

away all the time. How would they succeed if they didn't ignore 
and overcome the disappointments that came their way? 
So reader, the next time you run {ato a disappointment, just 
say, “Better luck next time!” Life is full of 
disappointments, but is life one? 
= ~ Think, 















A. Swarna, Std. VIII, 
J.VS. Academy, Hosur. 
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he next day Brother noticed that Laddu did not 
come to school. “But he was fine last evening! 
He came home to play with me!" Brother Undir said to 
Kaaju. No one knew what the matter was. 

During Maths class they got back their homework 
notebooks. Brother was delighted to get all his sums 
right. 

“Yay! he exclaimed happily. But suddenly he 
checked himself. One look at Minor and Brother knew 
that something was wrong. Minor was glaring at him 
Kaaju noticed and looked anxious. At the end of the 
class, when Maths Miss had left, Minor came to 
Brother's desk. Brother tried to shrink into himself. 

How | wish there was some way to turn invisible!” he 
thought. But there was no escape. He could feel 
Minor breathing down hard on him. 

‘So! You bite sized mite! Thought you could trick 
me and get away with it, did you?” Minor demanded 
“How come two of my homework sums are wrong and, 
all yours are correct?” 

“I, |, uh, |... don't understand!” whimpered poor 
Brother. 

Minor was livid! “You little cheat!” he said. 

“You know very well | can't tell Miss that | copied 
from you! You must have changed your answers after 
| finished copying from you!. Did you? Did you?" he 
demanded, shaking Brother by the shoulder. 

At that moment the teacher 
walked in. It was science period. 
Perhaps Science Miss heard the 
last part of the conversation. At 
least Brother Undir hoped so. For 
he could never bring himself to 
report the matter to any teacher, 

‘Saved! Lucky for me!” thought 
Brother, breathing a little easy, So 
Brother's misery ended for the 
moment. But how was he to face 
Minor again? He was in the same 
cless as Minor. There was no 
getting away! Now Brother 
understood why Laddu was 






























































THE UNDIR STORIES) 











‘absent, Perhaps he just did not want 
to face the bully anymore. He must 
be just plain scared. 


eanwhile Sister was having 

troubles of her own, In class 
Ponni was wearing Sister's red hair 
band. Sister thought it was too 
much. “Don't you think it suits me?’ 
Ponni asked Sister. Sister said 
nothing. "Why don't you reply? Are 
you jealous that | look better than 
you?” Poni asked, 

That was it! Sister had had 
enough bullying from Poni, She 
could not take it any longer. Being 
very straightforward, she asked 
Poni outright, “Why do you pick 
on me all the time? You always 
get what you want! But do you 
ever stop to think about what 1 
might feel? No! You like to 
needle me whenever you can! | 
don't want to be your friend any 
more! 

Ponni was stunned! Like 
most bullies, as long as Sister 
allowed herself to be bullied, she 
continued to be a bully, The last 
thing she expected was her victim 
totum around and question her! Her 
face changed colour, She seemed 
to lose contro! of herself. Words 
‘came tumbling out of her “You're 
horrid! Your parents are horrid!" 
Ponni was almost shouting at Sister 
Undir now. “You think you have a 
cozy home anda happy family! Well 
| think that they are all no good! And 
you're ugly and silly, I'm much 
‘smarter than you!" 

Because of the commotion a 
crowd had collected around Sister 


Undir and Poni. “Hey! Hey! I'm 
sorry that you hate me so much, 
Sister said. “But then why do you 
come home to play with me? Why 
do you want to sit next to me in the 
bus? | never invited you, did 17” 
Sister wanted to know. 


‘onni was crying by now. Sister 
herself was close to tears, The 






Dont 


think it sits me? wl 


whole atmosphere was tense. "| 
deserve better! Why should you have 
everything and me nothing?” Poni 
said through her tears, "But 
probably | am a rotten person, That 
must be why God is punishing me! 
Everything is going wrong} | just want 
to be dead!” Tears were streaming 
down Ponni's cheeks. She was a 
very different Poni now. Totally 
subdued, she looked quite defeated 

That was when the school 
watchman summoned Sister and 
Ponni to the Princie’s room. 
"Principal Sir is calling both of yout" 
he announced. Sister froze. Being 
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called to face the Princie made her 
quite nervous. How she wished she 
had not said anything to Ponni! 
Poni, on the other hand, seemed to 
be past caring. She followed the 
watchman. The other kids did not 
want to have anything to do with the 
matter now that they sensed trouble. 
Everyone dispersed. 





The Principal asked Sister Undir 
in first, Ponni waited outside. “Ponni 
has been behaving rather badly 
these days hasn't she?” he asked 
Sister 

"Well, sir!" began Sister, and then 
fell silent, not wanting to complain 
against anyone 

“i's okay, child! I've been getting 
reports about her behaviour.” the 
Princie said. “I wanted you to know 
that she has been facing some 
serious trouble at home. Her father 
and mother have been divorced 


recently. She has been under quite 
a lot of stress because of that. She 
may even show resentment if others 
are happy. Again, she may try to 
grab things from others for herself 
to compensate for her unfortunate 
home situation 


ister nodded, She wes 

beginning to get the picture. 
She wished she had not been so 
biunt with Ponni. “Do you have 
anything to ask me?” the Princie 
asked Sister kindly. 

‘Sir!* asked Sister. “What are we 
to do when Poni grabs things from 
us? Or when she says mean things 
about my parents?” 

“I know it can be hard. But 
perhaps you can be kind to her and 





* yet be firm. Don't do anything you 


don'twantto. But ell her that gently. 
And never say that you don't want to 
bener friend. Atleastfor some more 
time!” the Principal suggested. 

“Til definitely try, Sir!” said Sister 
and she meant it 

Sister left Princie's room. Just 
before Ponni went in, Sister smiled 
at Ponni and put her arm round 
Ponni’s shoulder in a friendly 
gesture. Ponni did not smile back, 
but looked at Sister Undir gratefully 
and then went in to meet the Princie. 

1/m sure he is going to say the right 

things to her!" thought Sister. 


hat evening Sister Undir poured 
T cuther whole ston to Papa and 
Mama Undir. Brother was also 
listening. “But | don't think Minor has 
any problems like Poni. He's a real 
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Terror in our class!” Brother said. 
And out came the story about his 
Maths homework, the compulsory 
bowing and ‘yes mastering’ the 
others had to do and Laddu's 
scraped hand, “In fact Laddu did 
ot show up in school today. As for 
me, | don't want to show up at school 
either because Minor will get me!” 
Brother Undir said, 

Papa Undir was hortified. "We 
must take up the matter with the 
school authorities!” he said, 

“Let's try talking to Minor's parents 
first!” suggested Mama Undir 

So Papa called up Minor's house. 
“Hullo! This is Mr, Undir. May | talk 
to Minor’s father or mother?" he 
asked. 

It was Minor’s father at the other 
end, “What's the matter? Is this 
another cémplaint against my son?” 
he demanded in such a loud voice 
that Mama, Sister and Brother could 
hear it. 

“There has been some trouble, 
I'm afraid! We would like to meet you 
tosort out the problem if you agree!" 
Papa suggested politely, 

"it's no use, Mr. Undir! My boy is 
good! Isn'tit possible that it was your 
kid who started the problem! We are 
fed up to our back teeth about the 
complaints we get against him! Most 
of the things people say are so bad, 
they're bound to be untrue!" replied 
Minor's father. 

“Well, perhaps you could all join 
us for dinner this weekend?” asked 
Papa, not wanting to say any more 
‘on the phone. 

im not sure whether we are free! 














Let me ask my wife and then I'll call 
you back!” replied Minors father, 
hanging up. 

“Papal” protested Brother, “What 
have you done! | don't want to be 
there at home when Minor comes!" 


rother called up Laddu at once. 

Laddu was aghast when he 
heard. "I haven't told my parents 
anything about Minor! |'m just too 
scared!” he said, "So they just 
cannot understand why. | simply 
refused to go to schoo! today! | kept 
saying | had a very bad stomach 
ache! Do you know, | did actually 
have a pain in my stomach! It felt as 
if my intestines were getting tied up 
inknots inside! The moment my mom 
let me stay at home the feeling went 
away!” 

"So, Laddu, are you coming to 
school tomorrow?" Brother wanted 
to know, 

‘m feeling better now, But I'm riot 
sure how it will be in the morning!" 
replied Laddu 

“ityou don't come, | won't either!” 
declared Brother who felt he just 
could not face Minor by himselt 

But Papa and Mama did not 
agree to Brother's skipping school 
The next day at school, Science Miss 
called Brother Undir to the staff room. 
Maths Miss was also there. Brother 
looked at both of them in turn," 
believe your class is having trouble 
with Minor! Would you like to tell me 
something about it?” Science Miss 
asked. 

"No Miss!” was Brother's prompt 
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id Minor copy from your Maths 
homework?” asked Maths Miss. 
Brother looked up at her, not saying 
nything. "Speak up!” she pressed. 
*'m not the wolf and you're not Red 
Riding Hood! I'm not going to eat you 


upl" 

rother was stubbornly silent. 
B "Seer tcid you this ciass nas a 
\ serious problem! | overheard Minor 
| bullying this child!” Science Miss 
said to Maths Miss. “But you didn't 
believe me at first! Do you see what 











n now?" she asked. 

Maths Miss nodded. She 
remembered correcting the 
homework notebooks where every 
step in: Minor’s sums was correct 
except forthe final answers. He had 
copied the second sum’s answer for 
the first sum and vice versa. That's 
how two of his Sums were wrong. 
The rest of the steps matched 
Brother's work perfectly. So Miss 
had realised that something was 
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wrong, 

By now Brother was really quite 
agitated, “Please Miss! Don't get me 
into trouble with Minor!” he begged. 
“if he even suspects that | 
complained, he is bound to beat me 
up! And my parents will insist that | 
continue to goto schooll I can't even 
be like Laddu!” 

“What about Laddu?" Science 
Miss wanted to know. 

“His parents allowed him to stay 
home after Minor scraped his hand 
on the wall! He's all bandaged up 
now!” replied poor Brother, looking 
terrified, 

"How come we have no complaint 

from his parents?” wondered 
Maths Miss. 

“That's simple! They just don't 
know!" answered Brother, "He 
wouldn't dare tell them!" 

Things are going just too far! 
| think its time the matter was 
taken to the Principal's notice!" 
declared Science Miss. 

“Come along with us!” 
suggested Maths Miss to 
Brother. 

"Oh, please, Miss! As it is I've 
been away from class for so long! 
Minor will wonder what I've been up 
to!” he said looking quite pitiful and 


near tears. 

othe teachers let Brother off. He 
G tan back to class as astashe 
could. But his troubles seemed to 
have just begun. The Princie wanted 
to see him the next day along with 
Laddu. They were to finish up their 
lunch quickly and report to the 
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Principal during break. Brother had 
to ensure that Laddu came to school. 
which he did. In the Princie’s office, 
they were surprised to see Papa and 
Mama Undir, Laddu’s Mother (his 
father couldn't make it), Maths Miss. 
and Science Miss, and two more 
grown ups whom they could not 

recognise. Soon Minoralso walked 


in. 
LY Mal Hi Appat when 

did you come?” Minor 
asked. 

So they were Minor's 
parents! Whatever was going 
to happen now? The 
‘atmosphere was pretty tense 

“1 be brief!” said Princie 
inhis calm but very firm voice 
He pointed to Laddu's 
bandaged arm and explained 
the complaint against Minor. He then 
asked Maths Miss to produce the 
homework notebooks of Minor and 
Brother for comparison. The copying 
was obvious. Minor glared at Brother 
and Laddu in turn as if to say, “Just 
you wait til | get my hands on the 
two of you! 

“And to top itll, Minor has shown 
no improvement in any subject 
though he is repeating this class!” 
the Principal finished by asking 
Minor, "Do you have anything to 
say?” 








EEA] of" replied Minor, quite 
brazenly. 

“its all a conspiracy against our 

child!” declared Minor's father. “My 

poor boy!" said Minor’s mother, 





a lousy 
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pulling him near and stroking his 
head. 

“'m afraid if the parents cannot 
‘even acknowledge the problem, we 
‘may have to let your son go. This is 










three years in a row we have had 
problems with the boy! The 
complaints are from different 
batches of students! Not just one 
isolated case! I have no option but 
to give Minor his TC!" declared the 
Principal in a very quiet voice. 
“There's no need for that! This is 
lousy school anyway! We demand 
a TC so we can take our son 
elsewhere where he is appreciated!" 
Minor's Appa’s voice was rising 
From the next day on there was 
no Minor at school. No one missed 
him! It was just a great relief! 
Sister's problem ended one way, 
Brother's another. 
Concluded 
ANURADHA KHATI 
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‘she can around the room. 

3. The two teams come-into the room, 
and try to search out the most number of 
toffees forthemseives. 


1. Only the 
ean 16> 
e 10" toffee 

{rom ts hiing place. So 

when a member of a 

team spots a totee, he 

mews or barks, 
depending on which 
team he belongs to. 

2. It there 
are too many 


How to play the game: 


1 be pate ono wane — 6$ ® 


the cats and the dogs. Have a leader for children — have more teams like sheep, 
each team. horses, etc. 

‘2. Walk out of the room and ask your ‘3. The team that ferrets out the most 
{triend's mother to hide as many otfees as umber of totfees wins, sialon 


Father : | wonder why this costly pen I bought 
from England is not writing. 
‘Son : How can that be? It was in good condition 
when I used it on the wall yesterday. 
Ga M. Noble, Madras - 30. 


WATCH OUT 
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I Is a boring summer 
noon, and a group 
of you are gathered at a 








Here's a game you can play then; it's a bit 
noisy 60 ask your friend's mother for 
permission to play. 

















-RARESH INTERNATIONAL 


Distributors for Vadilal Ice Creams 
gives a new sweet and creamy 
offer for Birthday boys & girls 

on their eve of Birthday 
or any other Celebrations and 
10% discount on any Ice cream 
purchased above Rs. 200. 


FEEL THE MIST IN VADILAL'S TASTE. 
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